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THRICE DEAD- 



CHAPTEK L 



M. PRIVAT. 



The little man had pashed his arm-chair a 
iitde farther back, the better to observe the 
effect which these last words produced upon 
the marquise. The marquise kept her eyes 
£xed upon the carpet. The dog, as if he 
understood that the feelings of his mistress 
were becoming hostile or distrustful, placed 
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himself before her, and yallianilj shook hi 
woolly coat^ 

^^Bcnjour^ doggy j* said the little inani 
gently patting him; ^^yoa don't know the 
friends of the house, then ? I have a dog of 
my own at home, bat it is a water spanieL" 

He took off his spectacles, and began to 
wipe them carefallj with a silk handkerchief, 
which he drew^ from the hind pocket of his 
coat, while his small and restless eyes, sur- 
roanded by dark circles, twinkled in the light 
of the lamp. 

"Yqu think youri^lC Tory ^trong^ against 
mc^ thjdp^ 9M3n9ieur," said. tM ops^rctDts^, aJTter 
« nlffi^, ; ^' tg^ n^k^ so bald m lQ> apeiak to 
m thi^lj^?" 

A» M. Privat dW not am»;wQi;> fbi^ started 
with, a, moyemeoit qC rag^ ^j^ e^tlmsM^ 

** Bftt ImbrA 9\\^ wUy *w yon hfflro ?' 
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" In the quality of a dancer," replied M. 
Privat, with simplicity. ** At home the ladies 
have the kindness to think that I do not make 
a bad figure in a quadrille." 

The marquise raised her eyes upon him, 
»nd, under any other circumstanoes, she 
would, no doubt, have had some difficulty in 
preventing herself from laughing, for the little 
man was just putting on his spectacles, and 
stroking up, to the best advantage, the two 
tails of hair which crossed in a pointed arch 
upon the top of his head ; but it appeared 
that the marquise was not in a good humour 
that night. 

^' We do noit understand each other," . she 
watinued, coldly ; " I desire to know under 
what auspices — " 

" I have presented myself in yoar house ?** 

B 2 
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concluded the little man, seeing that the mar- 
quise hesitated ; ^^ I think that very simple. 
But how these Parisian artists hit off a like- 
ness," he exclaimed, breaking off and looking 
at one of the portraits which hung against 
the wall ; ^^you could almost fancy that you 
saw M. de Feuillans himself." 
" You know M. de Feuillans ^ 
^^ I have that honour, madame." 
" And it is M. de Feuillans who — '' 
** Mon Dim I no,'' said M. Privat. " If I 
had required a reference, I could have chosen 

* 

one in your own house/ 

^^ Oh I" said the marquise. 

^^ For instance,'' pursued the little man, ^' I 
might have had Monsieur the Commander 
Malo, or even — " 

The little man paused. 

Besides the Commander, there was nobody 
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at the Hotel da Castellat but Oljmpe de 
Treguem, 

The marquise repeated slowly, fixing her 
curious eyes upon her guest, 

" Or even ?" 

M. Privat plunged his hand into the pocket 
of his coat, and drew oat a good handful of 
papers, from which he chose one and politely 
handed it to the marquise. 

It was simply a note of invitation in proper 
form. After all, there was nothing very ex- 
traordinary in the case, for we know how 
letters of invitation of a large establishment 
wander about sometimes; nevertheless, the 
marquise lowered her eyes again with in- 
creased uneasiness. 

The little man was assuming gigantic pro- 
portions in her eyes. 

" Although I was born in a country town," 
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went on M. Frivat, as he carefally folded op 
the letter ; ^^ I am not a stranger to the cus^ 
toms of the world. I know what are the 
duties of a mistress of a house on a night 
like this, and I do not wish to abuse your 
m oments, madame la marquise. The shortest 
way, believe me, will be to respond frankly 
to my questions/' 

'*And if I decline to respond to your 
qtiestions, monsieur?" 

"As you said just now, madame," replied 
M. Privat, " I am strong. Not against you 
precisely, seeing that, in fact, I wish you 
neither good nor harm. But I am very strong.. 
And as 1 have a direct interest in instructing 
myself on certain points, I make use of my 
strength to obtain from you the informatioa 
that is necessary." 

He gave a slight cough and continued : 
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**Coi<i6, 1ft it St6phali6, 01* is it Ttifitifegiiy?" 

All Matisitine de Ttej^em remaiti^d sildoti 
he eitended his dngei* t0W(irdl9 DoUair i^i*^ 1^ 
Bi*eti'ft lettei", which lay half open lipdii th6 
tabl6. 

" I know that wtiting," he ^feid. 

The matqui^ started aiid m£^6 Hn ill-^cOii*- 
•idet-ed gesture, M though she would hat« 
concealed it from his sight. 

" I know what is Inside/' pronounced th* 
little man, qtiietly. 

Fof the inottiettt t^al teiror was visible itt 
the 6yed of th^ matquis^. 

M. Prlvat stooped and pattod tho Woolly* 
60ated dog, Which shook himself, hni showed 
his two rows of white teeth, set in red satinf. 

"€ompoiiie youMdf, tny deai* lady,^* he 
rhufttitirefd, "ootnpoge yourself. Time id 
passing, and if We can Only sped;k little, thAt 
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18 an additional reason why we shonld speak 
to the purpose. Twenty years have rolled 
by since I set the first step in this labyrinth ;- 
for twenty years I have been wandering 
through it without ever stopping. Have the 
goodness not to forget that my first step in 
the path along which I am marching was the 
defence of Boland Montfort, the sergeant^ 
whose cause was conducted by me before the 
court of assizes at Vannes. Therefore I 
know, d priori^ all that Koland Montfort 
knows himself. Now, the opinion of Boland 
Montfort is that there was some trickery at 
the baptism, and that each of the two children 
received the name that was not destined 
for it." 

"Fanchette, the midwife, is dead," mur- 
mured Marianne de Treguern, no longer 
attempting to maintain the struggle. 



THKIGB DEAD, 9 

** Before her death, Fanchette, the midwife, 
revealed nothing?" 

" Nothing/' 
f " And Fanchette, the midwife, was the only 
person in the secret?" 

^ The only one." 

" Then you do not know yourself?" 

"I suspect." 

M. Privat made a grimace, to which it 
was impossible to lend a flattering significa- 
tion, 

" Peste 1 " he grumbled, " you have sus- 
pected in this way for twenty years, madame 
la marquise 1 It must be a rather strong 
suspicion. As we grow older we learn some- 
thing every day: T don't pretent to under- 
stand that kind of maternal love." 

The marquise turned pale and bit her lips. 

B 5 
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^^Let 118 pasd that by/' aaid M. Privat| 
abruptly. ^^ The notorious semmarist had the 
name of Gabriel, did he not?" 

llarianne de Tregaem inclined her head^ 
affirmatively. 

^^And M. de Feuillans is also named 
Gabriel,'' continued the little man. ^^Is it 
possible that M. de Feuillans knew the mid- 
wife% secret ?" 

^^He does not know it/* returned the 
marquise. 

M« Frivat looked her full in the face. 

" And his 'secret," he uttered slowly,, " da 
you kirow that, madame? Do you know 
why on the sixteenth of August, in the year 
eighteen hnndrcd, he sent a hundred thousand 
francs to London? and why, since that time,, 
every ^eui' oa tile same datei, he pays some 



illikiKJMni creditdf Ifcet enomidtis gflm df four 
thousand livres sterling? Always a htftidre^ 
ttotl^alldf francs ?^ 

" No/' said Marianne de Treguem, fanning 
het6)ftlf with het elnbroidered handkerchief. 
" I know nothing of all that.'' 

**^I have made some way," mtittcred M. 
Prftatj as thotrgh h6 wad speaking to himself, 

^^ I know a good many things ; but it is a 

tast Habyrittth. I am not at the end yet. 

••Fwni eighteen httndred td eighteen htin- 
Awd aiid fdtif*," hd fnteiTtipted', changing his 
tone, ^^ there exists a long empty space in my 
ittferttiatfofn, and yeU the anntillSes were 
f^gtflarfy acqnitted. In eiighHeen hnndred 
and fottf, thefe wasr the M&toty of J^r6me 
CffettiEfnt.*' 

fie patwed to 6\mtve the rhaf cjti&e. 
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frith all her heart she would hvrt given a 
heap of loois to any-^ne who woald have 
eome and interropted this tHe-cL-tHe. Bat^ 
although he came fix>m the siinple tovrn of 
SedoD, this Monsieur Privat had chosen his 
time with remarkable tact, as thoagh he was 
intimately acqaainted with the habits of the 
Parisian world. The moments which pro* 
cede the opening of a salon are the most 
perfect and absolate solitude; during that 
solemn hour the most troublesome risitom 
abstain from entering, and^ except in the 
ease of a violation of the domestic rules bj 
some country cousin, the mistress of the house 
is sheltered from all importunity during the 
sacred moments which are occupied by her 
toilet. 

The AlWe des Veuves was *ill deserted, 
and the voitare which was to arrive first 
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before the gates of the hotel was probably^ 
not even brought from the coach-house. 

The little man took that Norman acceoft^ 
half jesting, half wheedling, which is not an«- 
known to the sons of hushers in Bretagne* 

"And the ghosts, my dear lady?" he ex* 
elaimed, suddenly. 

Marianne de Treguern started forward upon 
her fauteml. The little man pursued with « 
-smile of satisfaction : 

"It appears that those rascals of ghostly 
torment you in an abominable fashion/' 

The marquise bit the embroidery of her 
handkerchief. 

" Monsieur," she faltered, " these are things 
which ought not to be spoken of lightly." 

" In general discussions, madame," replied 
M. Frivat, taking the pose of an orator, and 
leaning his back against his chair, as though 
he had been before a court, ^^ I «cctistoDi my-^ 
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self to speak seemingly of all things. Do not 
suppose that I am one of those sceptical and 
boasting wits who so improperly make jests 
upon the mysteries of the other world. Ghost 
stories are the order of the day in your circle ;. 
and I see no harm in it. Tou talk of the 
three Freux and of Valerie La Morte ; very 
well — but have you ever made your noble 
guests, so eager for the marvellous, shudder 
by relating to them the visits which your 
brother Filhol paid you after his death ?'* 

Marianne de Treguern placed both hands, 
to her burning forehead. 

" You do not answer, madame la marquise,^' 
pursued M. Privat, '*and yet you saw your 
brother Filhol, did you not ? You saw him 
more than once?" 

" Yes," stammered Marianne, "it is true— 
I did see him." 

" In Bretagne ?" 
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*' In Bretagne," 

" And in Paris ?" 

Marianne shook all over and remained 
fiilent, as though she was afraid that her 
words would call up the spectres which 
were wandering under the large trees in 
the garden, or in the darkness of the 
passages. 

^^And the late Marquis du Gastellat, did 
jou see him ?" again asked M. Privat. 

Marianne de Treguern made a negative 
sign of the head. 

^^ And Mademoiselle Laurence, your young 
sister ?" 

" Nor her either/* pronounced the marquise, 
in a low voice. 

^^ That would lead us to helieve that there 
are dead who come back, and others who do 
not,'* said the little man, who, notwithstand- 
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ing his protestations^ seemed to treat lihese 
matters rather lightly. 

He filed a peoetratin;;; look iipoD the 
marquiae. 

^^Well, madame/' he interri^plied, ia a 
nbarp and cutting toQe^ as ha extended faia 
^nger towards the portrait of Laurence, ^^ if I 
were to tell you that I met that beanjbifaL 
young giii to^night^ U orossbg the garden of 
your hotel ?" 

" My sister I '' cried the marquise^ " to- 
night 1 '• 

M, Frivat passed the foaok of hia hand 
across his forehead. You would have thought 
that his words had euded by making an im- 
pression upon his own mind. 

^^ It is not the first tim.e I have seen family 
portraits walking about," said he, in a dry 
<toiie. ^^ I regret, madame U marqujUe, that 



yon do not know thq histoory of Johauu- 
Mavia WQrocui> the jaweller of Cologne^ nor 
the hi&tory of Joseph CWment, the doctor of 
LaynL Tinue presses, and I have hot the op- 
portunity to tell you in detail. However, I may 
aay that Joseph Cl^me^t died a violent death 
in a poor hut in the fc^rest of Monti^gn^ some 
leagues from Laval, on the fifteenth of August, 
^ghteen hundred and iwW 

^^The fifteenth of August I'' repeated the 
marquisQ. 

^^And that Johann-Maria Worma wa^ assasi- 
nated in his beautiful ch&teau, oa the banks 
of the Bhine, on the night of the fifteenth of 
August, eighteen hundred and ten/^ 

^^ Strange I" faltered the marquise, who 
listened like^one in a dream. 

^' Well, my dear lady,'* continued the little 
inan, simply and gravely, in that tone viphich 
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forces conviction, ^^I have often seen the 
|)ortrait of Joseph Clement, who in his life- 
time was so rich, at Laval, in the salon of 
his widow, who would never sell it, notwith<« 
standing her excessive poverty. And in the 
neighbourhood of Cologne, in that handsome 
ch&teau, the foot of which is washed bj the 
blue waves of the Rhine, I have seen the 
portrait of Johann-Maria Worms. When 
you look like that at the portrait of a mur^ 
dered man, as you listen to the story of his 
assassination, you may live for a hundred 
years and never forget it." 

Here M. Frivat broke off, and inquired, in 
parenthesis, 

'^^ Madame, do you possess a portrait of your 
brother FUhol r 

^^ At the time of his death," replied the 
marquise, ^^ we were very poor, monsieur^ 
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-and were Uving in a small village in Britany^ 
where there was no painter/' 

M. Frivat bowed and pursued : 

^^That is extremely plausible. I made 
•that inquiry, madame la marquis," he added^ 
^fter a short silence, ^^ in consequence of that 
mental working, which is called at colleges, 
^ the association of ideas/ It strikes me, in 
fact, that Filhol de Treguem also died on the 
night of the fifteenth of August." 

^^ We lost our brother," replied the mar- 
quise, in a tone of great sincerity, '' in the 
month of September, in broad daylight, and 
he died in his bed/' 

^^ The first time," said the little man. 

Marianne thought he was going on, but he 
stopped suddenly. 

^^ One night," he continued, after a firesh 
^silence, ^Hhat I wa» in the churchyard at 

TOL. III. o 
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.Orbni) I saw the portanit of Joeeplh Client 
and tlie portrait of Johann^Maiia Worms 
walking arm-in-arm in the moonlight, and 
with them there was a third person, a spectre 
also, according to all appearance, if the two 
first were not living beings. And it is on 
^at accoont, madame la marquise, that I do 
myself the honour of inquiring whether you 
possess a portrait of the late Filhol de Tre- 
guern, your brothen I might, with certainty, 
have given a name to the third spectre, if you 
had had that portrait." 

Marianne de Treguem looked as <ihoogh 
she was about to faint. 

^^ It is those," pursued M. Privat, whom the 
marquise in her dbtress was begimimg to 
regard as a terrible character, '^^ it is ihose 
three who we so oftedi talked ahoat in your 
imloAS'^the tfiiee Frenc of the bong of 
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Orlan. But which of us two, madam la mar- 
quise, will pronounce the real name of her 
who is called La Morte ? Is it Genevieve — or 
is it Laurence ?" 



€2 
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CHAPTER n. 



OLTMPE D£ TBEGUERN. 



Never had the salons and the gardens of the 
Hotel da Castellat held a more magnificent 
throng. Under the garlands of flowers and 
lights the brilliant crowd moved to and fro, 
eager for pleasure. It was one of those 
splendid concourses which Paris alone could 
have brought together and put into jojous 
excitement. There was a whole swarm of 
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adorable women ; and wit was beginning to 
sparkle among the conversations which were 
springing up as the orchestra of Tolbecqne 
was playing its lively and gracefnl preludes. 
E very-one felt that excitement which is the 
precursor of a delightful intoxication, in that 
cool and balmy air. 

Everywhere you saw fresh and rosy lips 
expanding into smiles, glittering diamonds, 
and sparkling eyes. 

We must say that the ffetes of the marquise 
were quite worthy of their reputation. 

The Hotel du Castellat, built at a time 
when fStes were grand aflfairs, was in the 
hands of Marianne de Treguern, like a stra- 
divarius in the hands of a virtuoso— she 
turned it to the very best advantage. It was 
her taste and her passion. Frivolous beyond 
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znea^urei unable to work or reflect, or even ta 
converse i» all the beauty of that word, the 
marquifie gave her entire intelligence to her 
dutiea as mistress of a house, and bought, at 
the price of extravagant sums, tbe advantage 
of having her salons well-filled. 

She was there that night, devoting herself 
to her task, feeling no small pride on the 
success of her work, and retaining no appa- 
rent trace of that distress which she had 
experienced but a short time before in her 
interview with M. Private 

M. Privat had only quitted her at the door 
of the salons, and now he was walking up 
and down, with his head held high, his hands 
behind his back, casting looks of frank appro^ 
bation upon tbe magnificences of the fSte. 

The lion of these gorgeous assemblies. 
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Grabriel de Feuillang, made his appearance, 
and as he came forward to kiss the hand of 
the marqniee, she whispered: 

'^ Take care I " 

An inward emotion, whioh he had great 
diffionltj in disdmulating, was visible under 
the proud gravity which was the habitual 
mask of Feuillans. 

^^ Marianne/' he murmured, as he leaned 
over her hand, ^^ do you know the names of 
all those who have been admitted to your 
houBe to-night?'' 

The marquise opened her lips to reply, but 
she encountered the piercing regard of M. 
Privat, which was fixed upon her over his 
spectacles. 

^ We are observed," she said, calling a gay 
smile to her lips ; ^^ I can onty repeat, ^ take 
earel"* 
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M. Frivat, in analyzing that smile, thought 
to himself, 

^\Is that only a &t and shallow woman^ 
puffed up with egotism or is she the greatest 
actress in the universe ?" 

At that moment there was a murmuring 
and an agitation among the various groups, 
and the crowd was pressing towards that side 
of the avenue of linden trees, where, a short 
time before, Josille and the little Vevette had 
been endeavouring to put lights to the lamps. 
The marquise pressed the arm of Feuillans, 
who bowed and moved away. 

In the avenue of lime trees a group was 
advancing with slow steps. It was an old 
man of unusual height, and a sunken and 
gloomy face, wearing a fantastic costume, which 
might easily have been taken for a carnival 
disguise^ The principal article of this costume 
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consisted of a black cloth cloak, which reached 
down to his feet, and upon which was em- 
broidered in gold the attributes of our Saviour^s 
passion. From his neck hung a large cross 
of the order of Malta. 

Upon his arm was leaning a young lady 
whose ball dress was remarkable for its elegant 
simplicity. As they passed along, the guests 
whispered the names of the Commander Malo 
and of Mademoiselle Olympe de Tregaem. 

Everybody wanted to see her, and when 
they had seen her, curiosity was heightened 
to admiration. Bumours so strange were 
abroad respecting this young girl, who was 
the fiancie of M. de Feuillans, and whose life 
Was surrounded by some mysterioas veil. 

Just before they had been talking of her. 
Olympe de Treguem had too many admirers 
not to have some enemies. They commented 

5 
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upon ber absence) a^d asked why she was 
not tbere with the marquise, who was as ber 
mother. 

There w^re people who pretended to know 
that a coolness existed between the marquise 
and her niece. Olympe was sole heiress of the 
late Marquis du Oastellat^ who had made a 
will in ber favour; but that was not the 
casu>s helltj for the aunt and niece had never 
spoken on matters of interest. Morepver| 
Oljmpe bad certainly no cause to complain 
of the severity of the marquise. She was left 
absolute mistress of ber ^wn actions, and^ 
according to certain rumours, Olympe used 
that liberty largely. 

Ha^f the rumours which run about the 
world bavei sources as dificult to find aa that 
of the Nile. 

The wwld did not accwe Olympe in. posir 



THSICO! BBAD. 35 

tire terms, for ^ worid itself, in the feoe of^ 
that young lady's angelic dignity, was afraid 
ef not beinf the strongest. 

But the m>tli whispered, with its thousand 
insinuating tongues, that there was' a secret 
in the existence of CMympe. 

The Chevalier de Noisy alone, the old and 
respectful suitor for the hand of Laurence 
de Treguem, energetically denied this ; it was 
ropposed, therefore, that the Chevalier de 
Noisy knew something more than others. 

There were sudden and unforeseen absences, 
eclipses, we may say, since the feyonrite 
expression of the poets of the Bestoration 
made Olympe a star. These eclipses some- 
tintes took place in the middle of a £lte ; som^ 
of them lasted only for am hour; at other 
tioMB Olympe did not return for a weak, and 
on a TOoeot occasion, those who were watoh^ 
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ing this little mystery had sought her in vain, 
for a fortnight. 

Where did she go ? Did Gabriel de Fenil« 
lans, her betrothed, know? For sometime 
past, Gabriel de Feuillans had been more 
in London than in Paris on his great tontine 
business. 

Where did she go to ? In all cases when 
the question was asked, the Marquise du 
Castellat confined herself invariably to the 
reply that her niece was indisposed. 

But when a rich heiress is ill, there is no 
lack of doctors, and doctors have never been 
accused of being dumb. 

When Olympe was spoken of, the mar^ 
quise's doctor gravely turned his thumbs, and 
made with his head a sign of ignorance ; and 
one day that he was pressed, he seriously 
affirmed that he had not been: called to the 
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hotel a single time for Mademoiselle de Tre- 
guem — he had merely been occupied with 
the marquise's nerves. 

That must have been true; the doctor was 
quite incapable of telling a falsehood for 
subtraction. 

There are maladies of so unfortunate and 
terrible a nature that they are concealed as a 
shame ; the patient hides himself to suflfer j 
he prevents the light from penetrating his 
retreat, as though he would not that even the 
sun should see the horror of his convulsions j 
he shuts up all passage to sound, as though 
he is afraid that a half-open door ' might re-^ 
veal the secret of his howling and raving. 

But there was such a sweet freshness upon 
the cheeks of Olympe, so much flexible vigour 
in her form, so much elasticity in her walk^ 
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SO much youDg and valiant life in her smile ! 
How could such a thing be believed ? 

And yet they spoke of certain days on 
which the camation'4int of her dazzling com- 
plexion was replaced by a deadly paleness^ 
and on which her enchanting smile was 
mingled with mortal sadness. 

In a word, if it was not that^ what was it ? 
Where did she go ? 

There were persons, who, like Monsieur de 
Noisy, tried to expiLain the matter quite na-> 
turally, and who said—'' She is a girl who 
likes to shut herself up to think; she is a 
spoiled childt whose eaprices are carried to a 
greater extent becawe she is free and entire 
paistress of her own actions.*' 

But these sages, &x from stifling the dis^ 
cussion, only irritated and wvenomed it. 



There 13 ^ Uout to all caprioes, and reverie 
ought not to be indulged until it becomes 
aomnambuliam. 

Why did they not explain, Bince they 
wanted to explain all, how it was that on a 
certain evening, when Mademoifielle de Tre? 
guern was indi^sed^ a young lady, to all 
appearance Mademoiselle de Treguem heiv 
self, or her shadow, had been seen passing 
through the iron gates furnished with sun- 
blinds, of the snuiU house which was situated 
behind the gardens of the Hdtel du Oastellat ? 

The small house which overlooked the tri* 
angular piece of ground, in which the race 
in the dark of our young Breton, Tanneguy 
had ended, and where he had fainted upon 
the body of St6phane Qontier, Ins friend and 
broker. 

St^phane occupied thai house. Was it a 
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doctor that Olympe de Treguem went to seek 
in the house of the handsome St^phane ? 

There are remarkable resemblances, and 
those who saw her may have been deceiyed; 
only those errors were very often renewed, 
and among other stories, one was cited of a 
gentleman, who, on the road from Bretagne, 
at fifty or sixty leagues from Paris, had come 
across a broken-down post-chaise. 

It was at the period of that indisposition, 
or eclipse, longer than the others, which had 
deprived the admirers of Olympe of the sight 
of their star for fifteen days at least. 

The gentleman had advanced to offer his 
services; a young woman had appeared at 
the door of the broken-down chaise, who, at 
the sight of the gentleman, had drawn down 
the blind with a movement more rapid than 
a flash of lightning. But there is no move- 
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ment of the hand so rapid as a glance of the 
eye, and the gentleman said that in that 
chaise broken down npon the high-road, in 
the middle of one of the moors of Lower 
Normandy, he had recognised Mademoiselle 
Olympe de Treguem. 

Noisy le Sec had given this gentleman a 
sword thrust. A sword thrust proves nothing. 
However, before. entering upon any conversa* 
tion respecting Olympe, people took care ta 
assure themselves that Noisy le Sec was not 
within hearing. 

She was a charming brunette, with features 
which were delicate and at the same time de« 
cided — pensive, on account of the iris-shadea 
which shone in her eyes, but smiling and ex- 
quisitely graceful ; and she bore with a nsuve 
pride her poetic crown of beauty. She was 

about twenty; all the joys and hopes of 
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youth shone upon her brow, apd in the depths 
of her limpid regard, you could divine a large* 
fund of courage and tenderness. 

Paris, the immense casket of peaiis of 
beauty, the enamelled parterre of animated 
flowers ; Paris did not possess a pearl more 
perfect, or a sweeter opening flower. The 
poets said that this enchanting Olympe, whose 
luxuriant black hair falling over her marble 
temples, and extending its waves below the 
most beautifully moulded shoulders whioh 
could have caressed the sculptor's chisel, 
whose blue eyes shot their soft rays through 
long lashes beneath the ebony arches of her 
finely pencilled eyebrows, whose serious 
mouth, every time her coral lips parted, 
allowed an escape to a bewitching voice, and 
all the charms concealed within the divine 
folds of the ceintAre of Venus, whose un* 



rivalled figure would baye tempted the ki^aea 
of those amorous zephyrs which rock the 
cradles of the sylphs — the poets said that 
Olympe, the beautiiul of the beautiful, the 
noble, the proud, the happy^ was a celestial 
yisiou, worthy to be a companion of the 
angels. 

In truth, if the beams of that sovereigu 
beauty were sometimes suddenly extinguish- 
ing, if the pale brow was bowed down, if that 
blooming mouth sought in yain for the lost 
smile, you could only blame that sad and in-^ 
explicable fatality which hung over the name 
of Treguern. 

The Commander Malo gave Olympe into 
the hands of the marquise, while M. Private 
abruptly approaching Feuillans, said to 
him- — 

*'Well, no, monsieur, Marianne de Tre* 
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guem does not know the names of all who 
have had admission to her house to-night! '^ 

A group was assembled under a large 
yoke-elm, in a spot at which the marquise had 
long since chosen to hold her little court. 
Through the foliage the dazzling lights of 
the ball-room could be seen, and the chords 
of the orchestra reached the ear soft and sub- 
dued. 

The only light which reached the spot wa» 
a few rays which came from the lamps on 
the other side of the bosquets. These rays 
afforded sufficient light on that side of the 
arbour on which the marquise was sitting,, 
surrounded by her intimate circle, but the 
opposite side which had an issue upon the 
clusters of trees in the neighbourhood of the 
Louis XV. pavilion, remained plunged in 
darkness. 
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The Commander, in fact, had extinguished 
with his own hand the lamps which sur- 
rounded his mysterious dwellings 

The Commander was there with the rest, 
standing with his back against a tree. 

^^And jou, Feuillans/' asked somebodji 
for the conversation had turned as usual upon 
the things of the other world, ^^ do you say 
at last that you believe in ghosts ? " 

^^ I have never seen any ghosts," replied 
the handsome Gabriel. 

^^ Madame," said Champeaux, to his neigh* 
hour, ^^I had an aunt who knew a lot of 
stories which would have made your hair 
stand on end. I am sorry that I have for* 
gotten them ; I should have had the pleasure 
of narrating them to you in detail." 

'* I would have laid a wager," murmured 
the Baron Brocard in the ear of Noisy, ^^ as I 
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Olympe iraltss, that she was the 
horsewoman we met in the aventte de Madiid." 

^' You would have lost,'' replied the chera- 
lier, dryly. 

^' At home where I come from," said M. 
Privat, with real or feigned timidity, ** and, 
if I take the liberty to cite my native place, 
it is becaase I have the honour to be the 
compatriote of Madame la Marquise, they 
talk of ghosts which never show themselves, 
and whose voices are alone heard in the night.'^ 

** Yott are from the town of Orlan 7^ ex- 
claimed those who stood romid. 

M. Ptivat bowed modestly- Twenty voices 
pronounced in the same breath the name of 
the three Freux, of whom they had so often 
talked at the hdtel du Oastellat 

And the circle closed in around the little 
man* 
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Oabriel de Femllaas stood some dozen 
yards from the Commaader Malo. Opposite 
them, after the waltz, Olympe de Treguem 
came and sat down. 

^^ Ladies," replied M. Frivat, with simpli- 
city, ^^ I don't know what chance has brought 
here the renown of that triple apparition 
which so terrifies the good people of the 
bourg of Orlan, and if anything astonishes 
me in this brilliant assembly^ where all is 
neir to me — ^a poor village legist— it is to 
hear you mention our country spectres, who 
ought to be highly flattered by the honoun" 

He threw a look towards Olympe de Tre- 

^ '^ Formerly," he coiiitinued, addressing him- 
self directly to her, ^^ there was a manor-house 
which bore *h6 name of your «>bla feimlj, 
tnademolselle — ^.Monsieur de FeuiUans," he 
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ttdded, bowing to Gabriel, " will, no doubt, give 
back that name to the chftteaa which he has 
built, when he is your husband. It is round 
the new walls of that palace that the three 
Freux appear at the hour of midnight. M. 
le Commander Malo well knows that there is 
a prophecy which announces that the last 
Oomte de Treguem will die three times. 
The people of the Grand-Lande think that 
this apparition, known under the name of the 
three Freux, is no other than Treguem thrice 
^ead, who comes to visit the place where the 
house of his ancestors stood.*' 

M. Privat had addressed himself in succes- 
sion to Olympe, to M. de Feuillans, and to 
the Commander ; but the Commander, Feuil- 
lans, and Olympe, all three remained silent. 

The marquise was playing with her fan ; 
t^ontrary to her habit, a sceptical smile played 
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TO and her lips. The Baron Brocard shragged 
his shoulders openly ; Noisy listened with all 
his ears. 

** As for La Morte/' continued M. Privat, 
^^ she was first seen under the willows which 
surround the Tour-de-Kervoz, at the time 
when the Comte Filhol's youngest sister so 
unfortunately departed this life." 

^^ Laurence I'' murmured the Chevalier de 
Noisy, grasping the arm of the Baron Brocard 
without knowing it. 

^^ Nonsense I*' growled that gentleman. 

A convulsive quivering had agitated the 
lips of Feuillans. 

Behind the yoke-elm, Josille and little 
Vevette passed, carrying trays of refreshments 
to the ball-room. 

" I tell you I saw her 1" said Josille, im- 

VOL. III. D 
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patiently, ^^ as plain as I see you, La Yevette I 
I suppose I have eyes I" 

'' I tell you your eyes are no use to you V^ 
returned the girL 

^^ She passed along under the wall, while I 
was lighting up the terracoi" continued Josille; 
^^ her hair was in disorder, and fell down over 
her mantle." 

^^ While you were lighting up the terrace 
Mademoiselle was just at her toilet I" 

^^ Then she is double, or I uxa/ainS /" * 

^^ Tou are stupid, that's all,'' exdauned the 
young girl, pushing him forwards 

But Josille resisted ; he had another thing 
upon his mind* 

^' You,'' he said, knitting his brows, ^^ you 

*An ezpresdon of Upper-Brittei^, wliidi conefpondi with tha 
ChMlio wora /ra, which mi&um hewitohed^ or more properly, dettmed 

90 es ewwi^^W'''*' 
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^re like the Baron Brocard, who took hold of 
your chin just now down there in the arenae ; 
jou helicve in nothing 1" 

"I gave it him for it!" exclaimed little 
Vevette. 

" Not very bad !'' 

^^ I gave him a slap in the faee I'^ 

^^ Oh I bother I'' said Joftille, in an earnest 
tone, ^^ I should have liked you to have tapped 
me like that, Vevette.*' 

In order to fulfil his desire, Yevette gave 
him a hard thump in the back. 

*' You are like the Chevalier Noisy/' she 
^aid, ^^ who would take the moon for green 
tsheese, and who relates in the morning, with- 
out laughing, all that he has dreamt during 
the night." 

** Listen, Vevette," interrupted Josille, 
stopping again, /* I was not dreaming. Tha 

3>2 
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proof is that I let myself slip down from the 
wall, to see where our young lady had dis- 
appeared. When I was in the road, there at 
the foot of the terrace, I couldn't see any- 
thing ; but you know the house close here, 
with a green gate and railings r 

'' Well ?" said Vevette, her curiosity getting 
the better of her in spite of herself. 

^^Well, I heard somebody talking inside 
the rails — ^guess who. St^phane Gontier, whom 
we used to know at home." 

^^ There's nothing wonderful in that, since 
he lives there," said Vevette. 

^^ And M. Gabriel," added Josille. 

^^ Oh I" muttered the lass, coming nearer* 
" And what were they saying ?" 

^^ M. Gabriel said like this : ^ You have 
funds ; lend me a hundred thousand francs for 
three days ? *' 



.'* 
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**Is it possible? And St^phane replied — ?* 

"He said he wouldn't, and M. Gabriel 
tried to make him believe that he is as rich 
as a Croesus, and that he would go shares with 
him. But St^phane still replied: *No, no, 
thank you ; I have no confidence in y ouJ 

They were now at the back of the yoke- 
elm, which formed the arbour where the mar- 
quise and her circle were assembled. 

Vevette placed her tray down upon the 
ground, and took hold of Josille's arm ; with 
her other hand she drew aside some branches, 
so that they could both look into the arbour. 

*^ Look l'* she whispered, " there is M . 
Gabriel de Feuillans, and there is Mademoi- 
selle Olympe de Treguern." 

Josille advanced his head and looked. 

" Do you see them ? '^ demanded the girl. 

" I see them," answered Josille. 
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^^With your hand upon joor conscience^ 
was it her jou saw, was it him ?'' 

*^ With my hand upon my conscience,'' re^ 
peated JosUle solemnly, ^^ it was him and it 
was her T 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE SUMMER-HOUSE. 



Little Yevette remained thoughtfal for % 
moment, then slie took up her tray and said^^ 

" My poor Josille, yon will never make 
anything bnt a silly lad.^ 

Inside the summer house^ M. Privat, who 
was decidedly the orator of the moment, was 
saying— 

^ It must be ackiKmledged that the objects 
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by which they are snrrounded have a great 
deal to do with the mystery of these dramas^ 
If you had seen the Treguem meadow in 
which stands that great ruin, which is called 
the Tour de Kervoz ; if you had seen Orlan 
churchyard, the tripple circle of the Pierres- 
Flant^es, and the wild ravine which slopes 
down from the road upon the edge of the 
moor, you would understand this much better*. 
And yet," he added, looking round him, " it 
is not so bad here. These bosquets are very 
large and dense, and the shadows are im- 
penetrable. I think I saw over there some^ 
grottos as dark as the entrance to the infernal 
regions ; and they tell me that the walls which 
surround these grounds have served as the 
theatre of more than one tragic adventure 1 " 

There was a silence. 

*^'It ia all here," continued M. Privat,, 
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slowly, " great old buildings, long passages, 
profound solitude, and condemned chambers 
in which rests the memory of those who are 
no more. Keeping due proportions between 
Bretagne, which is the land of darkness, and 
Paris, which is the home of light; I fancy 
that a person who had a taste that way may 
place here some very fiae apparitions.*' 

The Commander Malo moved, and seemed 
to scent the air as a bloodhound smells its 
prey afar off. 

*' Treguem is near here I " he muttered. 

Then raising his voice for the first time, he 
said — 

** Advocate, where is the young man who 
was with you inside the diligence?'* 

"Monsieur le Commander," replied M. 
Privat, '^ this is a large town, and the boy 
appeared to have good legs; if he is still 

P 6 
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walking) he must be a long way off by thiii 
time*'' 

Male croised his aims upon his chest* 
^^The hour approaches 1" he growled b^ 
tween his set teeth; ^^but he who is to die is 
not here, for I do not see the veil/' 

The eyes of M. Friyat, restless and piercings 
passed unceasingly from the marqnise to 
Gabriel de Fenillans. The marqnise had re- 
gained an appearance of calm; Fenillans 
evidently disdained to mingle in the eon- 
versadon; while the company, on the con- 
trary, were in an excellent disposition for 
listening to stories. The vague, but emphatic 
words of M* Frivat had aroused a curioua 
appetite without affording anything to satisfy 
it, and tlie pres enoe of the Qommander filled 
ihe mind of each with tflist fiiseinating dread 
wluch donbliss the vafase of glioet atones^ 
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' Hie dance was going on close at hand, it 
is true, tbe dance with ite dazzling lights and 
joy ens sounds. But who does not l^now the 
power of contrasts? The brilliancy of ^e 
ball-Toom really added to the sombre aspeet 
of the sommer^-hoMe. 

^^ Is noticing more known about liiese three 
supernatural bebigs?'* inquired a pretty 
Tisoouniess. 

^^ Belle dame, it is known in the first place 
jdiat they do ziot exist," exclaimed the Baron 
Brocard, an^iious to establish his position as 
a freethinker* 

^^ Ah I I have just thouj^t of my anntf s 
fftory," savl Champeana:, striking his band 
upoa his knee trkunphaatly, ^^ when she was 
yo«ng, she eonstsBily saw ft white sheep-*-^ 
HOy a black sheep— at any rate it was a 
idieep or a blMk sheep. This sheep*^'' 
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** Indeed, madame/' broke in M. Privat, ia 
answer to the lady who had put the question, 
^^some believe that they know something 
more; and there really must be some truth 
at the bottom of all these fancies, for the 
poor people of the Grand-Lande certainly 
could not have invented all of the details.^ 
If I did not fear to abuse your — ** 

" Go on, monsieur, go on," was cried from 
all sides. 

" Whether they say that the apparition is 
only the triple form of Treguem,'' continued 
the little man, *' or whether they admit three 
different spectres, bound together by some 
mysterious chain (for they are never separated) 
the common belief is that they come back to 
the world to avenge blood which has been 
shed — a murder, or. three murders, ValArie 
La Morte, according to the same belief, is 
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their servant, their sentinel, and their messen- 
ger. The Commander Malo can tell yon as 
well ias I can, that they have more than once 
had the object of their vengeance within their 
power.'* 

"They have/' pronounced Malo, coldly^ 
*' and they will have again.'* 

"And they have not struck,** continued 
the little man. " So far from that, they have 
protected him; so that he, looking behind 
him with pride, for he has sprung from a very 
low position, and measuring the road over 
which he has passed, has sometimes said to 
himself, * Where is the obstacle that could 
stop me ?' ** 

Feuillans changed his posture, and fixed 
his severe regard upon M. Privat, who did 
not appear to observe him. 

"Every morning,** he eontinued| "that 
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man finds hk labour done for him, and the 
patib fimoothed before his feet. He does not 
even see the hand which aids him ; and if at 
times he has felt the hidden power surround- 
ing him and urging him on, it has been whem 
he has been disposed to stop upon the terrible 
incline. At such moments of remorse and 
doubt, he must have heard his own damna- 
tion in the voice whieh cried to him, * March 
onl March ont'" 

M. Privat pansed, and Champeaux could 
be heard continuing,'—*' 

^ Kow I reoolleet, this sheep was a goat, 
which walked about on its hind legs. Mj 
aunt had a desire to make — *' 

^Tbejr know who it is the spectres are 
pursuing upon the earth.' iQien?*' asked the 
pretty viscountess. 

^^ I kmow,'^ MMTwered M. 
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There was a prolcNiged sensation among^ 
the eircle, as they say in parliamentary lan- 
guage. Fenillans smiled disdainfully. 

^^And cannot yoa tell ns what these 
ghosts are like ?" 

^ Two old mra, and one still young, whose 
hair and beard are as white as snow." 

He was interrupted by a feeble cry, and 
eaeh person saw the marquise, livid with 
terror, spring back. 

"There they are I There tiiey arel'' 
screamed the viscountess, at the same mo« ;/* 

ment hiding her face behind her tremblifig 
fan. 

The marquise was gaiang with parted lips 
and distended eyes, and lier hands trembled 
violently as she pointed, as though in spite 
of herself, towards an epeoing in the bushes 
which was behind Galmel db EeuiUaiuu 
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Every eye eagerly followed the direclioQ 
indicated by her gestures. Some saw nothing 
but a dark hole in the foliage, others thought 
they had seen something moving confiisedly 
in the dark ; others again, and Noisy le Seo 
was at the head of these, declared that they 
had seen three visages without bodies — ^two 
old men's faces, and a face which retained 
the appearance of youth, although it was 
surrounded by a profusion of hair which waa 
entirely white. 

Gabriel de Feuillans had turned round 
like everybody else ; he was a mong those who 
had seen nothing. 

"Upon my word I'* muttered the stout 
Baron Brocard, " I believe the Marquise will 
end by having machinery fitted up in her 
gardens like the stage of the opera, to give 
her guests agreeable emotions.'' 
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Olympe de Treguem quitted the place 
which she had occupied opposite M. de Feuil^ 
lans, silently crossed the arbour, and went 
out through the same opening at which the 
three presumed spectres had appeared. 

There followed a murmur of astonishments 
For some seconds they could follow the white 
dress of Olympe among the trees, then the^^ 
Viscountess, who remained as though stunned,, 
stammered in a voice which was scarcely 
audible — 

*' There are two 1 " 

For a moment, those who were looking to- 
wards the opening, could indeed see two. 
white dresses ; then all disappeared. 

Some minutes after, the intimate circle of 
the marquise left the summer house; believers 
and sceptics went away with the impression 
of a vague uneasiness ; those who were most 
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terrified had taken refbge under the ohande- 
Uera in the baU*room. 

The Commander Malo and Gabriel de 
Feuillans remained alone, ten jards from 
each other, in the Bummer-house ; the com* 
mander was stiU standing with his back rest- 
ing against a tree. Fenillans, sitting at ihe 
other extremity of the arbour, was holding 
his pale forehead between his hands. 

" False priest I *' said the Commander^ 
abruptly, ** when thou art wealthy as a king, 
what wilt thou give me for my silence? And 
what wilt thou give me for the words I pro- 
nounced in Orian Church, on the day when 
the two infants were carried to be bap* 
tized?' 

**Do you speak seriously, Malo de Tre- 
guem?'* asked M. de Feuillans, in a low 
voice ; ^' can I buy your alliance ? '* 
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The tall figure of the Oommander started 
upright. 

^^ I was standing in this spot," said he ;^ 
^^ and in the spot where you are, the Marquise 
dn Castellat was sitting the night before sho 
died. The vcU fell there." 

He pointed towards the middle of the arbour« 

^^ False priest I '' he pursued, ^^as I look at 
&ee I expect to see the veil fall. In the 
place of the old manor-house, there is already 
a new palace. Patience 1 patience 1 " 

The Commander strode towards the issue 
which led to the ball-room; and as he passed 
Feuillans, he added — 

*' Buy me I thou, a Le Brec I For twenty 
years I have told thee, and Z repeat it again 
to-day, when the hour is approaching, thou 
wilt die before me, and poorer than I am T' 

At the same instant that the Commander 
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Malo disappeared round tbe elm tree, a yoice 
came from the shadows of the bosquets which 
extended to the Louis XV. pavilion. 

'^ What matters the impotent prating of an 
old man ?'' it said. ^^ Tour star is there, in 
the sky, always more brilliant and more* 
proud. March on I" 

Two other voices repeated : 

** March on I march on I'* 

F^illans half raised his head. 

" March on ! march on I" he murmured,, 
like one in a dream. " Yes, yes — the dead 
have opened the route for me, and thrust me 
forward I" 

" There is but one more step 1" said the 
voice which had first spoken, 

Feuillans roused himself with a strong 
efiPort ; his blood trickled through his veins 
like ice, and his hair stood upright. 
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^^ Spirits of the dead I" said he, straggling 
to command his trembling voice ; ^^ what is 
there beyond these short hours which we call 

life r 

There was an indistinct murmur, which 
«eemed to descend from the foliage, which was 
fluttering in the breeze. 

That murmur said : 

** Sleep I" 

^^ Nothing morel" said Feuillans, proudly 
throwing back his head* 

^^ But then," he interrupted, with sudden 
agitation, ^^ where do those who are speaking 
to me come from ?'* 

No voice replied, all was silent within the 
.^loom, and nothing could be heard but the 
lively strains of the orchestra. Feuillans 
looked up at the sky through the branches 
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of the trees, which formed an arch abo^e hia 
head. 

^^ My star I" he said ; ^^ tiiere it is, nearly 
at its zenith. Only one step more, that is 
true. March on! march ont my measures 
are well taken this time as well as the others 
— ^if necessary, a hundred witnesses could 
establish my presence at the Marquise^s balL 
To accuse me of the murder any person must 
be mad !" 

^^ Mad ! " repeated a feeble echo. 

Feuillans had his hands convulsirely clasped 
together. He was thinking : 

** This youth is handsome, young, happy — 

** But time is flying," he broke off, with a 
«hiver ; ** in a few minutes it will be too 
late I" 

He passed his hand across his forehead^ 
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upon whioli the perspiration stood in large 
beads. After a moment, he took a step to- 
wards the bosquet ; then he stopped, straggled 
an instant against himself, and strode away at 
an impetuous pace. 

No further sound was heard beneath the 
trees. 

After a few seconds, the silence was broken 
hj a slight noise, and the distant lights fell 
upon an indistinct and almost transparent 
fi>nn, which came gliding along under the 
low branches. 

It entered the summer-house. It was a 
young woman. Her long hair fell loosely 
•around her face, which was whiter than her 
white dress. We have no words which could 
paint the exquisite melancholy of her beautiful 
features. 
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She resembled the portrait whicli was in 
the boudoir of the Marquise, the portrait of 
Laurence de Treguem, as the souvenir of 
vhat is distant and hidden from view resem- 
bles the happy reality. 

It is thus that the poet worships in his 
dreams the pale beauty of his love who is no 
more. 

One moment she remained with her back 
turned towards the lights which came from 
the ball-room, with her head held attentively 
forward, looking in the direction in which 
Feuillans had disappeared. Then she turned 
her face, which was suddenly lighted up, 
raising her large timid eyes, in which sadness 
^nd thought were strangely blended ; and aa 
she gazed before her, her lips parted, letting 
fall one or two lines of that sweet and low 
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^ong which the young mothers of Britany 
murmur beside the cradles of their sleeping 
treasures. 

It was the song with which Laurence de 
TTreguern had formerly lulled to sleep the 
little Olympe, a t times when she had been left 
alone at night, in the deserted manor-house. 

Was she some poor troubled soul? She 
came on, and paused again in the place which 
Gabriel de Feuillans had occupied a few 
tnoments before. She did not sit down, but 
knelt upon the seat, resting her elbows upon 
the back. 

The seat thus formed a sort of balcony, 
from which she could see the joyous groups 
passing to and fro. She withdrew her eyes, 
^hioh were dazzled by the intense light ; and 
when she raised them again, a vague smile 
was sparkling in her pupils. The band waa 
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plftying a waltz, 9.nd her head moved slightljy 
keeping time to the undulations of the dance ; 
then she pressed her hands upon her heart. 

A murmur came from between her lips : 

" Love kills — " she said, while two large 
tears rolled slowlj down her cheeks. 

At that moment, a terrible crj was heard 
from the direction of the terrace. The band 
stopped at once, and all was confusioa in the 
ball-room. 

The guests of the marquise precipij;ated 
themselves towards the te^r^race. Under the 
wall, in the triangular place, before the irail- 
ings with grepn sun-blinds, t^o men were 
:^,i;ind Ijing one upon the p|^er, and app^reatlj 
both dead. 

One was our young !3rato^ T^jan^guj;, yvhp 
h^^ &llen s^nsjeless uppn jkhjC l^odj of hjU 
iri/snd St^phftne. 
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'When TaimegQj awG4:e ifrom his swoon^ 
the small triangular place which separated 
the garden of the marquise from St6phane 
Gontier's house was thronged with a cuvious 
t^rowd. At mid^night, as at mid-^day, Paris 
is always ready for such representatioos. By 
the brilliant lights of tbe lamps, the terrace of 
the hdtel du Castellat <^uld be seen crowded 
with ladies in full dress. 

Tanneguy gazed wildly abotit bim. :For a 
moment he had no idea of what was pa ssing; 
«ud he inquired ^hat aill this crowd ^was 
making such a noise andtumdlt atbout. 
Be coiild hear them repeating around }liim : 
^^ It was here that he wus assassioated T' 
'^^ At the door of his owa house P' 
A vague pang shot tbrongh Tanneguy's 
heart, as he began iK>tK)neot tbe thiread of 
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ideas. He saw people pointing their fingers 
at him, and adding : 

"This youth was found lying across the 
body !" 

The body ? Tanneguj recollected all now* 
The person who had been assassinated was 
Bt^hanel 

But where was St&phane, or what remained 
of him ? Tanneguy sought for hita with his 
eyes in vain, the body was no longer there. 
As he was gazing about, he saw before the 
door with green sun-blinds, three figures, 
dressed in black, who formed a group apart. 
There were two old men, and one still young, 
whose hair was white as snow. 

A shiver ran through Tanneguy's veins, 
for he had seen these men elsewhere, and 
more than once ; and he recalled the menao- 
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ing words which he had heard that same 
night under the trees in the Champs-Eljs^es. 

But he had no time to reflect, for some voice 
upon the illuminated terrace distinctly pro- 
nounced his name. 

Tanneguj trembled as he raised his eyes ; 
and he perceived his little travelling com- 
panion, M. Privat, who i/vas leaning upon the 
balustrade of the terrace, carefully wiping the 
round glasses of his spectacles. 

M. Frivat no longer had on his peaked cap ; 
he, also, was in ball costume. 

Close to him, Tanneguy recognized, with 
indescribable bewilderment, the young girl 
who had guided him to the spot in which he 
now stood, the beautiful, the darling vision of 
his nights in Bretagne ; she, whom M. Privat 
had named Valerie, and whom the good folks 
of Orlan called ^^ La Morte/' She had on a 
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white drees, and some eglantine flowers were 
twined among her black hair. She was beau* 
tiful, and calm as a saint ; and her eyes,, full 
of cold serenity,, were fixed npon Tannegny. 

The young Breton remained as though 
struck by a thunderbolt. 

He heard M. Frivat ask, pointing to him 
with his finger : 

^^ What do you think ought to be done with 
that great lad there?' 

M. de Feuillans, in whom Tanneguy recog- 
nized the master of the Ch&teau-sans-Terre,, 
replied : 

'* I -think we ought to secure him until the 
ai^rlval of the authorities." 

Privat made a pirouette, and fixed his spec** 
tacles on in their places. 

"^And what do you say, Monsieur le Com* 
mander ?'' he asked. 
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The pale face of Malo was seien aliofe those 
yriio stood i^ound him* A strange smile' 
passed over it as his eyes fell upon our yoilng" 
Breton. 

" It must be so-/' h^ muttered, in so lovr si 
voice that it could scarcely be heard, *^ in brdfel* 
that the name of Treguern may rise agaiii I" 

''* My friends/^ said the marquise, addressing 
the crowd, "take charge of the muVderei*/^ 

^anneguy looked' at her, and recognized in 
her the stout lady whom he had seen d'escend* 
from her caUdKe with a woolly-coated dog, 
in the deserted street where th^t fatstl dkte of 
the Fifteenth of August was placarded in 
giant letters upon all the walls. 

There was a movement among the crowd, 
which closed in around Tanneguy, while M. 
Privat, bowing to the stout lady with a smile, 
said to her — 
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^^ Madame la Marquise, I travelled a hun- 
dred leagues with that young boy, whose 
arrival was announced to you by Douairike 
le Brec, in the letter you received from her 
this evening, and I warn you that they will 
find in his portfolio a letter of introductioa 
addressed to you." 

Marianne de Treguem hid her suddea 
paleness behind her fan. 

** Can it be th e ? " she began in a voico^ 
of terror. 

** The very identical ! " responded M. Prir^ 
vat, tranquilly. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE COMTE DE TREGUERN. 



There was no more dancing in the fairy 
gardens of the Marquise; the dismal event 
which had just taken place did not permit of 
clamorous joy — ^the fSte had changed its 
chd.racter. 

But the fdte was not over ; it had only re* 
treated from the odour of blood, and taken 
refuge in the magnificent salons of the hotel. 

& 5 
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It was no longer a ball, it was a racui;: 
and a strange thing was that the ranks of the 
noble concourse were not even thinned^ 
Generally, the least catastrophe is sufficient to 
disperse these frivolous assemblies. Directly 
they cannot enjoy themselves they go away — 
that is the rule. 

Why did the ffete of the marquise survive 
after pleasure was defunct ? Was it to talk 
of the recent drama, and to call over all the 
details and all the circumstances at leisure? 

liiot liie least in the worlds for there waa 
hardly an obstijiate babbler who persisted ia 
talking, of this story which was an hour 
old. 

There was something else ; there wa» an*- 
oih^' drama in» course of» representation^ 
Yagpe rumouTii. were^ drculirting. here and 
there^ sjj^read. by) wboU/ aobod;^ knew^ ai&d 
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tHb^ giiiBsty 6f the ifiar'qnfee' wiere rdmaiiiing to 
feifii'thfe'eiid! 

THe'rdihance in qtiesticii y^vts libtMng like 
tli^' Brtftar tragedy wliicli Bad jiist' taken^ 
^lace in tRe ne5gliljdaring street. It wias a' 
romance of intrigue, a Higli comeidy fUll of 
dfegaht rfiystferies arid gilded incidehts. 

Tfce liero vras Gabrier dfe FeuilTansJ the' 
ie'toihe, Olympe de Tregiierii; they talked 
of* marriage, and they talked of million^. 

For a long time! tKe' world had occnpied 
itself with the vague rumours which weref 
alfrbad refe^ecting the haridsomd GWbriel. 
TBatr story of thie' English tontine, of aii 
Aiiiitiity of A huiidred thdasand francs' paid 
y*eatr after' yearj and df fifteen' or' twenty 
miftlotiisVlnch it was'tb liring in, wai so Well 
Kiioivii'that itlikd pasisedtd'tHe! list of dhild^s 
tilfiteY p^dpfe na Idngfer UelieVddit, or at least, 
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they said that Fenillans was about to mn 
aground on the eve of fortune, that he was at 
the end of his resources, and that the usurers, 
profitting by his last necessity, were demand- 
ing the half of his twenty millions for the 
last hundred thousand francs. 

But to-night those vague rumours had 
altered their aspect. There was no more 
doubt, the golden cloud had burst. Feuil- 
lans had found his hundred thousand francs^ 
he had gained the immense stake ; he was 
worth millions. 

It can easily be imagined that people could 
not occupy them selves about a poor lad stran^* 
gled in a hole I What is one murder more or 
less ? There are h undreds every year. But 
twenty millions, perhaps more I gained thus 
at a single throw of the dice, that was aiv 
event ; that was a whole mine of emotions I 
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It made your heart leap only to think of it \ 
it had all the force of an earthquake. There 
was no murder that could stand against it. I 
believe that a quartier on fire, or a whole 
town inundated, would not have had so much 
interest. 

Because every man is, in some degree, a 
gamester, because every man has had his ex- 
travagant dream, and because each looks 
back upon himself and seeks to account for 
the prodigious delirium which seized him in 
the face of impossible good fortune. 

Can you represent to your own mind the 
face of a man who has gained twenty millions? 
an income of a million, at five per cent I 
eighty-three thousand three hundred and 
thirty -three francs, thirty-three centimes to 
spend a month without touching the capital t 
ought he not to have rays round his forehead 
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like^ iftie mn f Gate his feet eveii toTOh the 
gvtfthA? 

It was^^ for thisr that everybody wanted td 
loot upoil the illusrtriaus GstbYiel. JPo pettotl 
gees each a tran«figtiratibti' twice ih his Iffe ; 
80 the guests of the marquise lingered, talHng' 
iti whispers, following 1/he handsome Gkbriel 
Wit^eagef and Woiidering eyes;' arid even the! 
lea»t e]^p Ansive Mt as though'tbey would have 
li'kddf to carry hiiw iti triumph. 

Gabrieli how'^ver', had alrtiosf bis evferyday 
face : perhapiy he wias a Kttle paler than'uisuaR 
Pdrhap* the tftofel! I'adiarit' peiiBOtt alttibng the 
ce^iffpany Wd» the liftle advdcate PHVat. Td 
look at MiEf, you would have thdught that he 
wHfe the heSr ptfe'stimpfirve' of M. de Peuil- 
lans. 

He wtis di'l activity; it wa!s his nathre. 
CKbld ttidiidefiithe'Wbr^eb tSetliingitifalowtonte 
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to the marquise, the next he waB whispering 
a wovA in tisie ear of the Commander, or e^t- 
changing a look with Olympe de Treguerm 
He had monopolised the demi-god); he had 
taken Feuillans into the emhraauire of a 
window and talked to him with voluhility. 

When be left Feuillansv he Was suarroanded 
as though he had been » personage. Qe 
pkrcffd himself in aa attitude, and, among 
other remarkable thi^s^ said : 

^^ Although I have not^the honour to belong 
to the family, yet thfO confidence with whieh 
M.'le Comte de Treguem and madame lemar^ 
quite are so good aa to honour me, p^Knitsnke 
to speak as I ajnd gomg to do/' 

^^ The Comte de Treguern ?'' repeated those 
who stood rouacL 

^^ Who do you callllie Coxhie i^ Ti^fgiMni ?" 
dditiAndedY Noisy lb See. 
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^Eyidenlly he who has the right to bear 
the name,'' tesponded M. Friymti impor* 
tantly. 

All those who knew anything of the history 
of the Tr^^oems looked at each other in as- 
tonishment Then all eyes interrogated the 
Commander Malo, who was sitting in a comer 
apart from the rest. 

The Commander listened to M. 
and did not seem disposed to contradict him. 

** We have had our work cut out for us/* 
continued M, Privat, slowly moving his head 
up and down ; ^^ there was some secret oppo- 
sition which has given us a great deal of 
trouble. But His Majesty has condescended 
to interfere, and I can announce to you offi- 
cially that on marrying Mademoiselle de Tre- 
guem, M. Gabriel de Feuillans will take his 
wife's name with the title of comte, which 
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lias belonged to the family since Tanneguy 
VII., who died in 1614/' 

The Commander stretched out his twa 
hands upon the arms of his fauteail^ and 
raised his eyes to the ceiling ; and his lips 
moved, but he did not speak. 

It was not the Commander who interested 
the marquise's guests ; the curious regards 
sought Olympe, who was seen sitting with 
Madame du Castellat in the adjoining salon ; 
and it could be divined that the marquise was 
making to her little circle of intimate friends 
a communication similar to that of M« 
Privat. 

There was not a young lady in the salons 
of the hotel du Castellat who would not wil- 
lingly have bartered her fate for that of 
Olympe; and each one said as she smiled 
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aweetly upow the favoured girl, ^Ythy biust 
not this good fortune fallen to my lot ?" 

Fop G^abriel de Fetiillai)s Was one of those 
men who take the imaginations as well as' thi^ 
hearts of womeni. To have been fortunate in 
love, he had really no need of all tliese wil-^ 
lions;. 

But of course the millions were no oibjec*^ 
tion; 

And these young Jadies almost felfr angrjjr 
as they saw the cold and almost disdainful air 
of the beautiful Olympe. To them Olyrape 
did not merely confine herself ix> treating the 
matter lightly, she aflFected to despise bet 
triurmph, which was carrying her caprice to 
the' highest pitch* 

EvBiy one might Have seen that the? eyesi^f 
Olympe* wer© bo* once tJumed towaidfl her 
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betrothed; and there were tender and com-* 
passionate jonng; ladiea who ^.Ireadj said : 

" Poor Monsieur de Fenillans I He will 
not be happy !" 

The Chevalier de Noisy did fto* thus inter- 
pret the coldness tinged with scorn which Was 
upoH' the counteaance of Mademoiselle de 
Treguem. This Noisy' le Seer was* romantic ; 
and hia friendi» accused him, not without rea- 
son, of lending a. mysterious a»peot to the 
simplest events of our common life. He waa 
sdmething like the good knight of La Manche^ 
who took sheep for Moorsand wind-mills for 
giants. 

As he looked at Olympe deTreguem, Noisjjir 
le Sec thought of the beau4;iful Laurence, who 
bad also been betrothed to^ Gabriel de Feuil-> 
lans : and he recalled the* singular worda of 
poet* St^hane^ comparimg Ghabciei to* the 
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vampire, and betraying in spite of himself 
that inexplicable fear of being killed by 
Grabriel. 

St^phane had died that same night, died 
violently ; Noisy had seen his corpse. 

It was assuredly impossible to establish any^ 
connection between this murder and Gabriel 
de Fenillans; Noisy had made no attempt to 
establish such a connection. But he thought 
over all that had passed in the Bois de Bou« 
logne ; the rendezvous given by Feuillans, 
the note which had been given to Stephane by 
the unknown groom, and especially that voice 
which had come from the ^ocrc at the moment 
it passed the Comtesse Torquati, and which 
had murmured, " To-night P^ 

And as the unexpected consequence of all 
this, the chevalier felt growing up within him 
a conviction that Olympe was being sacrificed.. 
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Why did he think that ? Noisy could not 
have told himself; but from that moment, he 
thought of nothing but to approach Olympe, 
to succour her from her supposed distress and 
loyally offer her the help of his arm, in case 
of misfortune. 

^^ Laarence loved that beautiful child/' he 
said to himself, ^^ Laurence sees us, Laurence 
ivill thank me in heaven !" 

" Well now !" exclaimed the stout Baron 
Brocard at that moment, ^^ it will be very in- 
teresting to see M. de Feuillans become a 
comte and call himself Treguern ; but they 
have announced to us fifteen or twenty 
millions, which also has an interest of its 
own/' 

There was a dead silence to hear the reply 
of 1^ Privat, who puffed out his cheeks and 
made a pause before answering. 
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** To tell you the exact figure^" he replied 
«it length, ^^ is more than I can do at this 
tnoment, bolt I bdieve it is more than that/' 

^^More than twentj millions!" thej 'ex- 
tdaiined on all sides. 

There was now positive hatred beneath the 
sly glance which the joung ladies east towards 
Olympe de Treguem. 

Jast then M. de Feoillans approached her^ 
«nd showed to kiss her hand. 

The glass which was before the eye of Noisy 
showed him the lovely face of Olympe dis» 
imposed, and stamped with an^expi^sion of 
terrible agony; and at the moment when the 
lips of Fenillaiis touched the joupg girl's 
hand. Noisy thought he saw her whole body 
ir^mble. 

And he made a vow iwithin his mind to 
know the truth btfore he left the hotieL 



^^ TJwB cen^wony will tajf.^ place rat the 
Gk^eAVi cde Xreg uern,'Vpursu.€i<J M. Privat ; 
^^ I ithink I sliiaU not be indiscreet ia saying 
that all who are hpre will receive InyitfitionB 
to tlj^e f(^te. You will see, ladies, what the 
4^)jPiains of lfu*ge families were like in the 
igaqd old tioiies. Yoa could walk ia whole 
^^j^ a^d walk hej^j without ooiaing to the 
limits of the estate which the Coo^teide Tre- 
^juern is igoing Aq i^ehpurchase/' 
.. jSe broke oflF^ and sl faint swle cam^ to hia 
lips as he added : 

"When all Paris goes down thus to the 
j)i9pr boijifg of Qrlaa^ 1 mi quite aur^Q that the 
three Freux apd Ij^ Morte will go and 
seek their fortunes els^^hcr^J'' 

Aft .that mpi^ent .jGa^xrisl de F^idUans 
pffeped ^iB ^ip V> t^ marquifiie Ao cQnduQt her 
lo the im^V #p^ltQ«^njt9^ Priac^s :«lon(a 
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are in tBe habit of acting thus with their 
hosts; but when a man has more than twentj 
millions, he is at liberty to act somewhat 
like princes. 

Noisy hastened towards the second salon, 
where Olympe de Tregaem rested alone, and 
went staight to her. The grand salon itself 
began to empty, because M. Privat had ended 
his discourse. 

'^ I belong body and soul to all whom Lau- 
rence used to love/ ' said Noisy; "Mademoi- 
selle, have you not some commands to give 
me?" 

He expected to be understood at a word, 
for his mind was at work, and to him, Oiympe 
was a condemned victim. 

A slow and heavy step sounded upon the 
£oor of the hall ; and Noisy turned roimd to 
«ee the Commander Malo approaching. 
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^^ As yon cannot give me an answer herey 
Mademoiselle/' he said^ in a low and rapid 
tone, '' I will wait for 70U in the garden — ^in 
the summer-house." 

He bowed and went out. 

There was nobody in the garden, and the 
only sound that could be heard was the 
clamour of the equip ages which were moving 
to and fro outside the iron gates in the A116e 
des Veuves. 

That lasted for a quarter of an hour, and 
by that time the sounds had died away, 
leaving a dead silence all around. 

A few lamps were still burning among the 
feliage, under which Noisy walked hastily up 
and down with his head bare. 

Twice already he had entered the arbour 
and found it empty. The third time, he per- 
t^eived a white form half reclining upon a 
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green bank. It was Olympe ; he recognked 
her ball-dress and her long black hair. 

Only her beautifal hair was antied, and 
there were no longer any eglantine flowers 
twined among it. 

''What shall I do, Mademoiselle?" ex- 
claimed Noisy ; '' I am ready for anything/' 

The young girl did not move, and Noisy 
could scarcely see her face beneath her flow-^ 
ing locks. 

''Still young 1" she murmured, "still hand- 
somel" 

The heart of Noisy gave a leap. 

" Is that you^ Olympe ? " he asked* 

The young girl threw back her hair and 
turned her eyes towards hinu 

He threw himself upon his knees and 
uttered a loud cry ; and his hands clasped one 
withm the other with a gesture of passioaata 
adoration. 
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" Laurence I '* he said, ** Laurence I It was 
for your sake that I wanted to save her I " 

The young girl smiled sadly. 

'* Who will save me ? *' she said^ 

Then she added in an inaudible murmur — 

"Love kills r* 

The last light which burned in the neigh- 
Ibouring hosquet expired. A deep sigh rose 
from the bosom of Laurence. Noisy stretched 
out his arms towards her, and clasped only 
the impalpable air. The white dress glided 
ibehind the tree^^^aod under fide fdilag^ di^ 
tant already,, eonld be h6ard ihd first woirds 
«f that lo^ and ftweet tune, Whi6h Laut^nee 
bad beed Imed to si»g be^de th^^ eratdki tff 
4h^ KttW OlyiApe.? 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE INTERIOR OF THE TEMPLE DE l'aMOUE% 



It was a vast chamber^ with a high and 
vaulted roof^ like that of a church ; and on 
either side were windows which extended the 
whole length. The dusty walls still retained 
here and there traces of delicate frescoes, the 
soft colours of which struggled to appear 
through the spider's-webs, as large as flags^ 
which hung from the firiezes. 
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Between the windows, vestiges of sculptures 
could be seen, and in one or two places could 
be distinguished the outlines of those car- 
touches of the time of Louis XY., which had 
been used as frames for portraits and escut- 
cheons. But here time and the dust had been 
aided in their work of destruction; the 
hammer had struck o£F the reliefe, and it 
seemed as though some Vandal had attacked 
the garland of undraped nymphs, which ran 
round the cornice, with a mallet. 

In past days, when these amorous sculp- 
tures were fresh and smiling, when the new 
and brilliant enamels reflected the light of 
the crystal chandeliers, this place must have 
been a small temple dedicated to the worship 
of pleasure. Now, when you breathed there 
the odours of a cave and a sepulchre, some 
souvenirs still remained of its erotic desti- 
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nation ; a gloomy faney lia4 coUeoted m %h\& 
placf all tbe emblems of moi^rning, and al) 
tbiB ol'jects vhich called up thoughto of deaths 
^itho9f being nble to entirely efface the traf^^fu 
of wild orgies. In some parts among the 
d^hris of tbe friezes the hammer bad spared a 
waving scarf which yielded its marble drapery 
to the wind, revealing the waist of some god^ 
dess in debauch ; in another place there ww 
a irsgment of a lascivious painting whix^b 
appeared vaguely uncler the austere arma 
of the cross ; and in another part again, behind 
a death's-head, you would see two pairs pf 
rosy lips glued together in a passionate l^iss. 
All which caused a shudder, like the hideoua 
and pfovoking smile which is perpetually 
seen among the wrinkles of an old courtesan. 
But we have nol said sufficient for tbe 
reader to form even a £Etint idea of the appear- 
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ance presented by this plaoe, which surpassed 
the limits of the fantastic, and which could 
serve as a retreaionly for an eccentric reclose 
or a madman. 

Although it was a large chamber, moyo<- 
ment was impeded at every step by the pro^ 
fusion of objects which were strewn in disorder 
about the floor and each of which contributed 
to render the ensemble more strange and 
gloomy. 

At the further end, opposite to the principal 
door, in the plaee where the fire-^plaoe is 
usually situated, there was a granite tomb^ 
stone which must have been brought there 
stone by stone and afterwards re-built with 
extraordinary patience. Upon the tomb- 
stone lay a knight in armour, with his arms 
crossed upon his chest, and his feet resting 
upon the belly of a large grey-hound. 
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The wall against which this monumeni 
atood was almost entirely occupied by a 
colossal escutcheon with the quarterings of 
the house of Treguem, black and argent^ 
which was supported by two antique 
mourners with veils over their faces. Upon the 
escutcheon was the device : StJih Morte Vita. 

On either side was a pell-mell of shapeless^ 
fragments, bearing scraps of inscriptions, 
funeral uiiis, mouldering bones, and crossea 
torn up from the soil of grave-yards; and 
upon each of these crosses could be read the 
name of some member of the Treguern family. 
That was the only furniture, except a small 
and coarse bed covered with a faded counter- 
pane and a large table, covered with com^ 
passes, astrolabes, parchments, and phials of 
til Borts and against which stood an old shat- 
tered chest. 



THRICE DEAD. 105 

This chest was filled with old books, and its 
disjointed panels presented a series of cabal- 
istic carvings. 

The chamber was lighted by two wax 
tapers, fixed into black iron candlesticks, 
abont the height of a man, such as are used 
at funerals, and their feeble rays only made 
the place look more melancholy while scarcely 
rendering the darkness visible. 

A man was standing before the tomb-stone 
with his back turned towards the door, show- 
ing nothing but his large bald skull. He was 
dressed in a long black robe with loose 
sleeves, like the magicians of past days ; 
before him upon the tombstone stood three 
large deal cases, the lids of which had just 
been unnailed. 

The reader will have recognised the three 
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eaae^i if ho has forgottea the gra^e yet 
mo^f St face of the traveller who had ^.rriYecl 
from Bretagne Ia the same votture whiqh b$id 
becjn pcQiipied by M» Privat aud Tauneguy^ 
and who had been called monsieur le cqw- 
inai;idei: by the marquiso^s domestic 

He was at home here, This large glpowiiy 
^h^mber Qccupied the wholi? of tbo iaterior of 
the Louis XV. paviUoQ, tho e3^twor of whioh 
produced fti^ effect so grace&l and pijcturesque 
in the m?trquise'9 garden, 

TbQ th?^q bo3;?a brought from Bretag«e 
Ve^e full Qf frf^gmentft of stwc similar to thp^e 
which already incumb?re.d th?» flow of the pa- 

vilion ; a»d amoBg; th* stqpe^i there i^rere «)mp 

old brooks BJ^ fr^igmwts Qf yeHq^parqluftOWt 
The Commander was deeply abQPJcb^d ViX h?s 

.labfturj which Q.w»st^ ill <»W«g ^p pie^ps of 
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granite from the three cases, and trying to fit 
them to one of the corners of the tombstonei 
which wus broken off! 

He had already tried a number of stones in 
this way, and none of them had adapted them- 
selves to the broken part ; but the boxes were 
BtSS almost full, and each time that the Com- 
mander chose a new fragment there was a 
ffparkle in his eye. It was easy to see that 
this work had a decisive importance for him, 
«nd that it was not merely a question of re- 
pairing an old monument* 

^ i have been seekityg long,"* he muttered, 
*'and I have not found yet. Many stones 
must have been lost when that man dug up 
the fd«ndation& of the manor-house, but alT 
tilings are writfem above ; if I am to find it, I 
shall find it." 

He broke off and attered a cry of foy, and 
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a tinge of blood rose and coloured his pale 

cheeks. 

The angle of stone which he held in his 

hand almost fitted into the broken comer of 

the tombstone. 

He threw himself upon his knees in orde? 
to see better, amd you might distinctly have 
heard his heart beating within his bosom^ 
His hands trembled : for an instant his wbole 
soul seemed to have passed into his eyes. 

But his eyes suddenly lost tbeir brightness^ 
and the colour left his cheeks ; then the stone 
went to Join those which were already mould- 
dering in the dust. 

** That is not the stone," muttered the Com-* 
mander, crossing his arms upon his chest. 

Then he added, as though to chide hig 
discouragement : 

^^ Suh morte vital JAh is under deaths 
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The days of trial wiU come to an end. Is 
not to-morrow the end of the twentieth 
year?" 

He remained pensive for a moment. Two 
o'clock struck upon the hoarse time-piece, the 
weights of w hich hung against the wall. 

The gardens of the hotel had now been 
deserted for more than an hour, for the tragic 
adventure of which the guests of the marquise 
had been the witnesses had abridged, after 
all, the last moments of the f6te. Profound 
silence reigned outside, and you could not 
even hear that murmur which is the nocturnal 
voice of Paris. 

The light of the two candles fell upon the 
Commander's face, sallow and polished like 
antique ivory. Bis eyes were cast upon the 
ground, and the words came slowly gliding 
between his lips. 
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*' We Tregtterns," he said, ** are tlie child*- 
dren of the tomb; our coat of arms is the 
emblem of mourning; to a tomb is attached 
omc' destiny ; but all sin is expiated by the 
meroy of God ; and if sciefDoa iat not in ^ain^ 
I have read our nainte written in golden letters 
m the pii^ea of the future/' 

Ke stopped and listened, as thfMigh somsa 
disti^Qt aound bad ireacbed bis mv. 

^^ There are those who aare watching asud 
^orkiug*," b^ eoDttinmedi^ wijth singular em- 
phasiS) ^^ to rebuild the oUA tower. Tbe fields 
still bear th^iir giilded hacTOsts, tbe riveir flows 
through the flock-covered meadows, the 
windj^ Qonn^ froqx tbe^ sea to turn the» mill, 
und tb^ tree^ of the forest are growing. The 
Iwd ?twait& its master/' 

TS^ inteipcupt^d bimwlC to listen sigmkj then 
went to one of the windows a«id! raised a cor* 
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per of the grey sergs whiob Bqrve4 as ^ hlivA^. 
Btx%ig\it l>efore t;b9 window stretol^ed a long 
w^k of lindop treea; tho moon-rbeaoia i^tr^am^ 
ing through the olu^tenug brwche^, fell h^re 
and there upon statues of Bc^arhl^ which stood 
out with dating whiteness, in the midst of 
thQ ijurrpuuding shadows^ All was ^ilejrf 
^nd ipotionles9« 

The Comm^inder passed both his hwAB 
across his forehead by turns. 

** Jf the boy ww to. have died^" he said, ** I 

He \ci% the curtain feU, and se^ifiA himself 
at the table, whose robust old age staggered 

undi^r the (?^« which wQupi^bered it. 

qij^TOPt apcl fu id«n3k1i>iq, fuirnwt^i with, iln 
.i:e,*9i1^ ai»cl( tbrwu:(^two,or tlw«e |iw»dful8,»f 

rubbish iqjpn th.^ flopi;, hj?, thw wwdfi a pl#W 
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for himself upon the table, where he sat down 
beside a large heap of old books. There wer& 
the dozen folio volames composed by Master 
Albert, of Lawiger in Saabia, so well-known 
under the name of the Grand Albert; the 
"Treatise on Occult Philosophy/* by Cor- 
nelius Agrippa; the '' Mirror of Apparitions/^ 
by the Cure Gaufrida ; the " H^xameron/' by 
Torquemada,and the *' Infernal Journey/* by 
Bartholomew Holzhauser. 

The Commander took up a volume at 
hazard from this sinister library, and began 
to turn over the leaves in a distracted 
manner. 

" Comte de Treguern ! '* said he, abruptly^ 
covering the open page with his hand, '^ a Le 
Brec I Would not that be the last outrage. 
Treguern I Treguern I Treguern! hast thou 
not been long enough dead to live ?^ 
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He recommenced reading, but it conld be 
seen that his mind was elsewherCi and that 
he was expecting to be interrupted. In 
e£Fect the door opened without anyone haying 
knocked, and Olympe de Treguern glided 
rather than walked into the chamber. She 
still had on her ball dress, but her hair fell 
in disorder over her shoulders. She crossed 
the chamber without uttering a word. 

"I was waiting for you,'* said the Com^ 
mander, shutting up the book and getting 
upon his legs ; " will they come ?** 

The young lady passed before him without 
stopping, and made an affirmative sign of 
her head. 

A moment after a dull sound was heard at 
the other end of the chamber, on the left of 
the large Treguern escutcheon, which was 
behind the tomb-stone. Olympe made her 
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waj among notched and rusty arms, frag-^ 
ments of stone, and mouldering crosses, and 
reached the spot from which the sound seemed 
to proceed. 

She toached a handle which was concealed 
behind an antique curtain, and the black 
field spotted with tears of argent of the large 
Treguern escutcheon rose like the platform 
of a drawbridge, showing a wide, gaping^ 
opening. 

A cold and humid atmosphere spread 
through the interior of the pavilion. 

A human figure appeared upon the dark 
background of the opening and entered. Then 
two other men showed themselves in their 
turn, carrying a litter covered with a sbeet^ 
and as they came in they said : 

"^ Thank you, VaWrie.'' 

Olytupe moved aside to let them pass, and 



the first comer w^at rougid the mausoleuiA 
and bowed silently to the Commands, after 
which he pointed to the stoae slab upoQ 
which his two companions, who were panting^ 
under their load, deposited the litter. 

Qlympe pressed her hands against her 
bosom, to still the beatings of her heart, and 
pUcing ber^lf at the back of the tomb^atone, 
gtood motionless like a beautiful statue* 

The three men who had brought in the 
litter were of different ages, heights, and 
features* The first appeared still young, in 
spite of his hair and whiskers, which were 
as white as snow. Th^ two others wer^ 
almost old men. All three wore black clothes. 
Xhe onQ who supported the head of the litter 
ira^ tall and powerfully grown, and his long 
fac^i terminating in an enormous jaw, was 
poyi^red with a profusion of grey hair; the 
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one who held the foot of the litter was, on 
the contrary, of small stature, bald, and of 
feeble appearance. 

The man with the white beard had regular 
and handsome features; his figure retained 
an air of nobility, and he seemed to be the 
chief of this mysterious trio. 

Notwithstanding the great difference which 
existed between tbem, some undefinable brand^ 
marked these three beings with a uniform 
stamp. Perhaps it was only that they had 
spent their lives in the same efforts and had 
in common the deep passion which lay beneath 
the icy coldness of their visages. 

These three men must have devoted them- 
selves to a terrible tesk ; they must all three^ 
have laboured on in the same path, and suf- 
fered the same trials, for the same sign of* 
gloomy resolution was in all their faces, whick 
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HO longer had anything human in their 
expression. 

Within the gloomy walls of Trappist con« 
vents, sach living phantoms are to be found 
who silently spend their lives in digging their 
-ovni graves. 

These men were such, whatever might 
have been the motive which, taking for them 
the place of religious enthusiasm, had killed 
all passion within their hearts. 

They were grave, cold^ inflexible ; and it 
could easily be seen that their hearts, which 
had become blunted to their own sufferings, 
were deaf to the cry of other's su£ferings. 

It is not without design that we have men- 
tioned the convents of La Trappe. The 
Trappists forget the names they bore in the 
world; these men were like the Trappists. 
TLey distinguished the man with the white 



118 VhMbb OTAb. 

"beard "by the title of the Cooiit, they called 

« 

the tallest the Diamond Merchant, and th6 
little old mati the Docftof. 

The Commander looked with a shnddet at 

the fiheet which wae dpread 6t^er the littef^ 

Olympe, on the contrary, turned away her 

«ye& and made an effort to restrain the tears 

which would roll down her eheeks^ 

^^ He is not dead V* ptonovtuced the Com^ 
mander, in a broken voice, ^^ he cclftnot be 
dead I I have tiot seen the veil I" 

The comte had a smile of crnel mock^tj. 

'* Tregnern is fallen vety low I" he said ; 
^^ the devil no longer takes the troubl^l to 
4[iotice him." 

, He raised the sheet whioh covered the 
litter, and they eould see the body of St^ 
pbane with his Uvid face and his shirt irtaiined 
mitk blood. 
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A groan eicaped from Oljmpe's bosom, 
^hile the GommAnder obatmateljr repeated : 

^^ He is not dead I He cannot be dead 1" 
. The appearance of the young man only too 
forcibly contradicted these words. 

^^ It gets light early at this season of the 
year/' said the comte, calmly, ^^ and he must 
be under ground before the day appears/' 

*^ M« Malo here will show you the place 
where the gardener of madame la marquise 
4ii Gaatellat keeps his apade and pick-axe/' 
^ded the doctor. 

Olympe staggered back and kept herself 
from falling by holding by the corner of the 
table. 

The Cammaader took a step forward and 
placed his hand upon St^phaae'a heart ; the 
yoftng girl held her breath, and her eager 
•eyes sparkled with anxiety and hope. 
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^^Look at our Valerie," said the doctor, 
pointing to Olympe, ** how her eyes are glis- 
tening 1" 

The Comte tamed towards the joung girU 
But her eyes had abready lost their brilliancy. 

^^ Well ?'' demanded the diamond merchant 
of the commander, *' what do you say ?'* 

^^ I do not feel his heart,'' returned the old 
man, in a low voice ; ^^but I am quite sure 
he is not dead T' 

He added, addressing himself to the 
doctor : 

^^You, who are a physician, could save 
him, if you would/' 

Olympe clasped her hands, and her beauti^ 
ful eyes were turned with a supplicating ex« 
pression towards the doctor. 

But both the gesture and the look were 
lost. 
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The dpctor said, coldly : 

*^The knife penetrated under the fourth 
rib, some of the organs have been injured, 
Bnd death has been produced by loss of blood. 
It was not the negro who struck that blow 1** 

" If it was Gabriel himself who murdered 
the young man," muttered the comte, ^^ the 
justice of God begins on earth I'' 

^^At midnight,*' continued the diamond 
merchant, ^^ Gabriel was in the marquise's 
salons." 

" A quarter of an hour before,'* added the 
xloctor, ^^ he descended from a vehicle at the 
Englishman's' door with the last hundred thou- 
sand francs in his portfolio/' 

^^At half-past twelve," pronounced the 
Oommander, ^Hhe false priest Le Brec 
-entered the house of his victim. I saw 

him r 

YOU III. « 
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" The house was already Burrounded I" said 
the ooiiite, aQea9il7 ; ^^ where could he have 
got out ?" 

As he ended these words, some one gav# 
three hurried knocks at the back of tl\e Tre- 
guem escutcheon. 

The three men listened and looked at each 
other. The comte alone remained calm*. 

^^ E:i^tinguish the lights I" ordered the 
latter* 

The diamond merchant on one sida, th^ 
doctor on the other, blew out the whx; tapers 
which stood at the two ends of the tomb* 
atone ; and the chamber remai/ied lighted 
only by the moon, whps^ oblique beams fell 
upon the windows which faced the garden* 

** Hid^ yourselves I" said the comte, grasp- 
ing Malo's arm and leading him behind tJbie 
large chest. 
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The two others crept in between the granite 
tombstone and the embrasure of the first 
window. 

Outside, the knocking grew louder, and he 
who was producing the noise, believing no 
-doubt that the interior of the pavilion was 
ideserted, tried to force an entrance. 

Profound silence reigned within the retreat 
t>f the commander. All the objects it con* 
tained had ohanged their aspect, and the 
moon-beams, partlj intercepted by the serge 
4;4iiids, everywhere threw long shadows^ 
•funong which the mausolenm, the urns, and 
the crosses stood out like patdies of pale 
light. Here and there could be seen, as it 
were, long draperies hanging over the heads 
%£ the mutilated statues^ Never did a 
theatrical scene, executed by a bold and skil- 
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fal hand, produce effects bo sinister and fall 
of mystery. 

The door which was concealed by the Tre* 
guern coat of arms, and by which the comte 
had entered with his two companions, had a 
lock which dated from the time of Louis XV. 
At the period when this lock had been new, 
the bolt had shot into a strong staple, and 
never opened but to give admission to some 
enchanting apparition ; oiu&e turned, it would 
take a battering-ram to have broken it Bat 
three quarters of a century, and the damp 
air of a subterranean flight of steps is suffi- 
cient to eat away even steeL After a few 
minutes, the escutcheon was raised again, and 
a man wearing a long cloak, over a ball-cos- 
tume of irreproachable elegance, sprang into 
the chamber. 
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He gazed around him, then replaced the 
escutcheon. 

"Nohody!*' he muttered, after having 
listened for a moment; ^^alwajs the same 
good fortune I God will not punish me in 
this life ! " 

He shivered slightly, as his eyes, accus- 
tomed to the obscurity, wandered among the 
gloomy objects which lay about him. 

" If the dead return," he thought, *' is this 
not the place where I should see them?" 

He passed round the granite monument 
and directed his steps towards the principal 
door, near which he could see the hard bed 
> of the Commander, which was empty. 

A cloud passed over the moon, and the 
pavilion was suddenly filled with darkness. 
The new comer took a few steps at random, 
but his feet stumbled two or three times, and 
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he felt lost among the thousand objects wbdch^ 
were scattered over the floor. 

Was it an illusion ? He seemed to h^ar in 
the darkness which surrounded him sujK 
pressed respirations^ 

He groped about, trying to find out wheiife 
he was, and his outstretched hands sounded 
the gloom, till they encountered the comer of 
the stone slab, then he uttered a cry, becaiise^ 
his fingers had touched a cold hand. 

The moon glided out from behind the^ 
cloud, lighting up at the same time the face 
of the new comer and the inanimate body of 
St6phane ; the man was pale, almost as much 
so as the corpse, and if the eye had been cer- 
tain of its impressions in the capricious light^ 
you might have said that between them there 
was a striking resemblance. 

The head of the murdered youth rested 
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upon the stone slab surrounded by a inadsof 
fair curly locks; it was also light curly hair 
which crowned the high and haughty fore-- 
head of Gabriel de Feuillans. 

The latter uttered a stifled cry, and recoiled 
a step ; his knees smote together, and bis ter- 
rified eyes once more glanced round thd 
chamber* 

*' Why here?'* he stafnmered; "who can 
have brought him here?" 

He c hi sped his hands together and beiit 
down Ilia head thoughtfully. 

^ The officers of justice are upon the place 
of the murder/' said he, "following the 
traces marked by the drops of blood, and 
searching for the corpse^ The assassin had 
not tinie to conceal the corpse. Who then 
came to his aid this time as always ? '' 

Be threw back his bead, and a flash of 



■A 



128 THRICE DEAD. 

defiance shot from his eyes. It could be 
plainly seen, that in spite of his audacity, this^ 
man believed in the supernatural. 

"I accept I" he pronounced slowly, ex- 
tending his hand into the air, as if he was 
making a compact with those who are not of 
this world ; *' I accept your aid I It is long 
since I chose between this life and eternity 1 '^ 

An indistinct murmur followed his words. 

Gabriel boldly stamped his foot upon the 
floor, and said, raising his voice : 

" Appear I I wait for you I " 

His calm and intrepid eyes interrogated 
the gloom. 

No one appeared, but an indistinct voice^ 
which seemed to come from the air, proi- 
nounced the word : 

" Later I " 

^ Later be it," replied Gabriel, drawing 
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his cloak round his powerful and graceful 
shoulders, as he strode towards the door. 
** Meanwhile, thanks and an revoirj* 

He crossed the chamber with hasty steps, 
opened the door, and disappeared. 

The commander was the first to quit his 
hiding-place; he was even paler than was 
his custom, and his voice trembled so that it 
was difficult to catch the words. 

" The prophecy," he said, as though he was 
speaking to himself, " the prophecy says : 
* When the damned calls upon the avenger, 
when the stone that is wanting to the tomb of 
Tinneguy shall have- been found, Treguern, 
thrice dead, shall rise again.' Did not the 
damned call upon the avenger ?" 

Olympe raised the blind behind which she 
was hidden, and returned to the tomb-stone. 

Q 5 
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^^ Did yon see?' said the Gcwftte, ^^how th^ 
dead resembled the living?' 

" That is true/* replied the diamond mer* 
ehunt and the doctor at the same moment. 

The Commander pursued : 

^^ The stone is still wanting, and Treguem. 
has died onlj twice/' 

^ Come/' added the doctor, " it is the spade 
and the pick^axe that we require at present,. 
Even if we were not birds of night, stich work 
cannot be carried on in the open day." 

" Who will watch?" asked the Commander.. 
^ I am a Breton and I am a Christian. I have 
given hospitaliity to the dead^ and he must 
have a prayer before he is laid in his grave.'' 

The Comte turned towards^ Olympe* 
^ Tal<$iie/' said he, '^ will yoe watofa and 
pray ?** 
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Olytnpe replied m a low voiee : 
^ Yon can go ; I will watch and pray^" 
They wi^nt out. Olyinpe listened to tbe 
•rand of tbdr footsteps dying awaj tipom the 
gravel Walk ; she flaw them pasd like shadowa 
among the trunks ef the ti^ed, and then dis- 
appear in the hosqueta. 

She left the window, and, going boek, fell 
upon her knees by the side of the body of 
St^phane. She tried to pray a« dhe had pro- 
inti9ed ; but the words- of the prayer could 
i^t &nA theiif way to^ heir lipa ; het sobs rose 
and choked her, and her Intning eyes filled 
with tears. 

She rose, and resting her elbows upon the 
table of granite, her hair, wet with tears, fell 
over the brow of the dead. 

^^St^phanel St^phanel St^phanel" she 
cried three times. ^^ Do you not hear me ? 
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I do not know this master who my mother 
has told me to obey. I only love my mother 
and you in the world ; and my mother said 
to me this morning, ^ If you had to choose 
between us two, what would you do ?' 

She bent down her head still lower. She 
was beautiful as the angel of sorrow. Her 
lips almost touched the colourless lips of the 
young man. 

Presently she went on : 

^^ I chose between you and my mother,. 
8t4pbane 1 I warned you I Why, oh I why,, 
would you not believe me 1" 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE DIGGED GSATE. 



Oltmpe D£ Tbeguern remained thus for 
8ome time, motionless and lost in her over- 
whelming grief. She spoke no more. Her 
burning eyes had dried np her tears, as she 
remained contemplating the poor pale &ce of 
Bt^phane, upon which she fancied at times 
that she could see signs of life, as the wan 
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light of the tapers fell upon it. But it waa 
a false hope which scarcely deceived for a 
moment. 

St^phane was dead. 

On the day before he had reached his 
twentieth year. 

Alas! at that aget danger attracts and 
fascinates. St^phane had refused to believe 
when they said : " death is there I" He had 
shut his ear to the much loved voice of 
Valerie, as well as to the voice of his own 
feelings. 

Do you remember how handsome he had 
looked only a few hours before? and how 
happy I How gaily he had borne his proud 
and smiling youth t How he had urged his 
prancing horse to respond to the appeal of 
that billet sigpjed with the namfO' of Yalfrid! I 

Now Y<»l^ci^ called him again : , ^VSt6phano I 
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Bt^phanel Stdpbanel'' But she called m 
Tain. 

He had bad no amour at his native place 
in Britanj^ this fair St^phane. He had 
loved only his friend Tanneguy. Sonae one 
had once said to him : ^^ Fan'Chette F6ni is 
not your mother. You are the son of a 
great lady who lives in the city of Paris.^ 

Fanchette wept when he went away^ 
Tanneguy went with him as far a» Eedon, 
and they hud both cmbi^aeied etch other with 
swelling hearts^ 

^^We ahall see each other again,'' said 
St^phane ; ^ the great eity is the place where 
everybody makes their for tane« When I have 
made my foiiune) you shall eome and live 
with mew 

Ordinarily^ the wind cftrries away aach 
ehildiab words;, but the wind did not cany 
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away the words of St6p1iane. He made lii» 
fortune and remembered his promise. We 
know where and how his friend Tanneguy 
had found him. Was this another fatality^ 
this double love which was leading them both 
after Olympe ? 

Tanneguy in Bretagne, St6phane in Paris I 
Would not Tanneguy have done better to 
Jbave remained with the pretty Marcelle, who 
was weeping all alone over the memory of 
the past? And Stephane, poor St^phane^ 
would he no I have done better to have flown 
from the fatal charm ? Were we not right in 
comparing the beautiful Valerie to the 
will-o'-the-wisp which attracts the fascinated 
traveller to the brink of the abyss ? 

Yesterday, St^phane and Tanneguy had 
launched full of hope into life. They had 
met Valerie — La Mortel What were they 



THBICE DEAD. 137 

BOW ? a corpse lying upon that faneral table^ 
and an unfortunate lad accused of murder. 

It was on the evening of a fi^te that Oljmpe 
had seen St^phane, her lover, for the first time.^ 
At this desperate moment when she was bend-* 
ing oyer his lifeless form, her first thoughts 
and anxieties of love revived within her. She 
could have pointed out the exact place where 
Bt^phane, tired and indifferent, had sat down 
to rest ; she could have told the tune to which 
the party was dancing. 

Their eyes had met, and, I don't know how^ 

their hearts had spoken. St^phane had 

come to her and repeated the common phrase, 

the usual form of an invitation to dance; and 

Olympe had blushed, as though she had 
heard a declaration of love. 

What a sweet voice St^phane had! and 

what charm there was in his embarrassment.. 
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It ifi- said tbat it is bj the lips obIj thai aa 
exchange of love is so soon made* When 
they both weiiti with trembling hands and 
leaping hearts^ to join in the qiiadrille^ Sfa6^ 
phane and Olympe loved each other. 

Olympe^ notwithstanding her distresa, 
almost smiled at the recollection of the sup> 
plicating and embarrassed look, which was 
the mute thanks of St^phane, as he led her 
back to her place. He did not know how to 
express his happiness—he could only look his 
gratitude. Only wh^i Olympe de Treguern 
leaned towards him her lovely forehead, upom 
whieh the adoration of all had placed an 
halo, and said to him, '^ If you receive a letter 
signed with the name of Valerie, think of 
me," St^phane had uttered a cry of joy, anid 
staggered as though he had been too weak to 
BXtppovt such happiness. 



' And tbe contagioas intoxication had eaagUt 
the heart of Olympe.^ All sacrifice is a delight 
in love. In giving to the young man, with 
whonn she had been acquainted only a day or 
two this name of Valerie, Mademoiselle de 
Treguem well knew that she was foolish and 
imprudent; but that only pleased faet the 
better } she would have risked even more for 
his sake.* After giving him this name of 
Valerie, to which was attached some unsolv- 
able mystei7, Olympe would, no doubt, have 
confided to St^pbane the mystery itself, if she 
had had an opportunity. 

From that time there had been between 
them that sweet spring-time of love which 
blossoms in our cities as well as in the fields^ 
They knew how to find solitude in the midst 
of the crowd } the youthful god who presides 
over young affections, brought them together 
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always and eyery where. They were betrothecL 
Olympe had said to St^phane, ^^I must be 
yours, or I shoald die ; " and St^phane saw 
without jealousy the handsome Gabriel de 
Feuillans, who was pointed out by the world 
as Olympe's future husband. 

St^phane believed he read his happiness ii^ 
the eyes of his idol, and all doubt was left at 
the threshold of that Paradise in which tho 
enchanted hours flew by so joyfully. 

Instead of praying, Olympe thought of all 
this. Carried away by her dream, she once 
more wandered over the flowery paths of that 
Eden. 

A dull noise coming from somewhere in the 
garden, not far from the pavilion, roused her 
with a start. 

It was the sound of a pick-axe, cautiously 
attacking the ground. 



THRIOE DEAD. 141 

" His grave/' she murmured, seized with a 
horrible pang ; *' they are digging his gravel'* 

She sprang upright and placed her lips 
upon the cold cheek of the young man. The 
noise rose slow, regular, and implacable* 

^^ In the ground I " she said, almost with a 
scream ; ^' you, my poor Stephane I in the 
cold ground I " 

She ran towards the window and raised the 
serge blind. In the moonlight she could see 
the comte and the doctor standing in the 
neighbouring bosquet, leaning upon their 
spades ; the Commander was leaning against 
a tree, and the diamond merchant was digging 
the earth with a pick-axe. 

A terrible giddiness seized her, and she 
sank upon the ground, stammering, with in- 
describable horror : 



142 THBIOB PKAPu 

^^Therel there! it was iu thiU place that 
he 99sd to me, * I love yoiu! " 

The diamond merchant paused to wipe the 
perspiration from his brow. The Comte and 
the doctor worked in their torn, nsing their 
spades to throw out of the grave the earth 
which the other had loosened with his 
pick-axe. 

Olympe covered her face with her hands, 
iind returned to the table upon which St^phane 
was stretched out. 

She reoaaiued as though stunned; but she 
^started up at the first sound of the pickaxe, 
which began its regular strokes afresh* 

^^ St^phane I St^phane I '' she exclaimed 
fondly, ^^ Malo de Treguern has not seen the 
veil. You are not dead I you are not dead! '' 

There was a fragment . of a lookiAg-^lasa 
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citiiong the rubbish which was scattered over 
the table; Olympe seized it, and held it to 
the already colourless lips of the young man. 

Not a breath came to dim the polished glass. 

Olympe threw down the piece of glass 
which broke into a thousand pieces. 

^ Oh ! that noise 1 that noise ! " she mur- 
mured, listening in spite of herself to the 
strokes of the pickaxe, which grew more dull 
as they penetrated deeper into the soiL 

Then in the last eflfort of her rebellion 
against the evidence, she exclaimed'— 

" You are not dead I you are not dead I '* 

And she pressed her beautiful lips upon 
those of St^phane. 

Then she started up terrified at her own 
happiness. 8he had refused to believe in 
St^phane's death ; she did not dare to believe 
in his resurrection. 
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And yet sbe felt sure that a breath had 
'Caressed her lips. But a breath so feeble I 

She returned, clasping her hands together 
half in hope and half in fear, and then she 
placed her hand upon the heart of the young 
man. She felt a very slight pulsation, then 
one that was stronger, and her joy so over- 
-catne her that she sank upon her knees and 
burst into tears. 

The instant after, St^phane half opened his 
•eyes and tried to smile, as on opening his 
eyes they met those of her he loved. 

" Val&'ie 1 " he said, " where are we ? *' 

The young girl supported him in her arms 
with the tenderness of a mother. 

" What noise is that?'' asked 8t6phane. 

For the strokes of the pickaxe were still 
going on under the bosquet. 

Oly mpe drew him gently against her heart ; 
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St6pliane raised his hand to his chest and his 
memory returned to him at once. 

" Ah I " said he, " I found my house de- 
serted ; thej had sent my servants away. 
The negro of M. de Feuillans was hidden in 
my study-then Feuillans himself came he- 
hind me '* 

**Do you believe me now, St^phane?** 
murmured Olympe. 

" It is you who have saved me I " said the 
young man, taking her beautiful hand and 
resting it like a sovereign balm upon his 
wound. 

" But is it possible ; " he continued ; " Gab* 
riell Gabriel de Feuillans ! '' 

As Olympe was about to reply, the door, 
which had been left half open by the three 
strangers, turned softly on its hinges, and a 
man appeared upon the threshold. His face 

VOL. iiu u 
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waa pale and deeply farrowed^ bat retaiaed^ 
among its traces of profound suffering, an 
open and kindly expression. Around the 
forehead of this man curled a profusion of 
black locks with white hairs mingled with 
them here and there* His curious reorard 
made a hasty tour of the chamber. He made 
a movement of surprise as he perceived 
St^phane half lying upon the table of granite; 
but when his eyes encountered those of 
Olympe, he nodded his head with a look of 
satisfaction. 

He advanced a step, and then it could be 
seen that he had no arms to his broad 
shoulders. 

*' Do you come from M. Privat, my friend 
Boland?" inquired Olympe^in an affectionate 
tone. 

At the same time she exchanged a glance 
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^ith St^phane, as much as to say to him— 
'^^ We have nothing to fear from him.'* 

The armless man, whom we have seen 
already in the yard of the Inn, and who was 
in fact the little advocate's beast of burden^ 
smiled mysteriously. Instead of replying, 
he deliberately crossed the chamber, directing 
his steps towards the tombstone of Tannegay, 
upon which St^phane was lying. 

From his neck hung so:u3 shapeless object 
the nature of which Olympe «nd St^phane 
'Could not at first distinguish; but when he 
<^ame clo^e to them, they saw that it was a 
^fragmentof stone suspended from his shoulders 
by a cord. 

When he reached the mausoleum, he atten- 
tively examined the slab, seeking for the 
corner which was broken. 

^^ Here is the broken place," be aaid. 

H i 
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Deprived as he was of his arms, be made 
with his body, with hiB neck, with his head, 
useless efforts to bring the stone which he 
carried upon hiB chest close to the slab of 
the tomb-stone. 

" Shall I help you, Roland, my friend T 
said Olympe. 

The armless man made no reply ; he had 
at length succeeded in taking the stone 
between his teeth^ and he placed it to the 
broken angle. Necessity had taught him to 
replace in some degree the members which he 
had lost ; the stone was presented with con- 
siderable skill, and at the first trial it adapted 
itself so perfectly to the part of the slab which 
was fractured, that the man could let go with- 
out any fear of its falling. 

It held ^firmly in its place, and only a 
slight crack could be seen between the two 
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pieces of granite, wbich were evidently homo- 
geneoas. 

The armless man drew himself npright, 
his broad chest expanded, and bj the 
smile which suddenly lighted up his counte- 
nance, it could be divined that before the 
hand of God had been laid so heavily upon 
him, he must have been a handsome and 
valiant man. 

He cast a look of contempt upon the frag- 
ments of stone which were lying in heaps 
around him, and upon the cases recently 
brought by the Commander, 

**I have but one stone/* he said, giving 
way to a childish joy ; " but it is the right 
one." 

As he took it up, he added : 

" 1 1 is I who will accomplish the prophecy. 
Jf it falls from a height, the stone is heavy 
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enough to cmsh all the misfortimes of the- 
Treguems.*' 

He returned to the door^ as though he had 
cone merely to fit his piece of granite to the- 
broken slab of the monument. Ashe passed 
again by the young girl, he cast upon her a 
look of tender affection. 

^^ This has been a fortunate day/' he mur<« 
mured ; ^^ I have seen the father, the son, and 
the daughter." 

What he added was rather thought than 
spoken. 

" FilhoPs locks have 'whitened/' he said^ 
^^ but the lad is handsome ; and how he re- 
sembles the portraits of the chevaliers which 
were in the great hall at the manor-house." 

"Who is this man, then?" inquired Std- 
phane, directly the mutilated tnan had re-^ 
crossed the threshold. 
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Olympe placed her finger upon her lips, for 
steps could be heard upon the gravel walk 
under the lime-trees. 

*' Here they are coming back," she whis- 
pered. 

** \Vho?" asked St^phane. 

Olympe warmed his hands, which were 
still cold, between her own. 

" The time is approaching when you will 
know all,** she answered ; *' he whom I love 
must riot be ignorant of anything which con- 
cerns me, and I do not wish, St^phane, that 
between you and me there should be even 
the shadow of a mystery. But it would take 
long hours to explain, and we have not a 
minute. Be content to remain in ignorance 
for one more night, and allow yourself to be 
guided by me, as though I was your mother.'* 

'* Command me,*' said the young man, 
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with a smile; ^^yoa will see that I shall be- 
a docile son/' 

** Are you strong enough to get up ?'* in-^ 
quired Olympe. 

St6phane tried ; his wound drew from him. 
a cry of pain, but he succeeded in getting 
upon his feet. 

At the same instant they could hear a Yoice 
which said: 

" The grave is dug, let us make haste, for 
the daylight will soon appear/' 

The diamond merchant and the doctor 
appeared upon the threshold. 

They both recoiled at the sight of him they 
had left stretched lifeless upon the table, and 
who they now found standing in the middle 
of the chamber. 

^^What is the matter?" demanded the^ 
Comte, who came third. 
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The diamond merchant and the doctor 
moved, one to the right and the other to the 
left, to give him room to look or pass as he 
pleased. 

The Comte looked and paused in his turn. 
His eyebrows, which looked blacker because 
of his snowy hair, were violently contracted. 

While the three companions hesitated and 
seemed to hold a consultation, Olympe 
advanced towards them, leading St^phane by 
the hand. 

^^ As you once escaped from the weapon of 
the assassin,'^ she said, in a slow and firm 
voice, ^^ so has he^ who stands here to-day. 
If he obeys the same laws as you, he will 
have the same rights as you. That is the 
compact 1 " 

^^That is the compact!'' repeated the 
Comte, 

H 5 
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And the other two said after him, with a 
sort of regret : 

*'Thatis the compact r 

St^phane remained immovable and silent^ 
he comprehended nothing of v^hat was pass- 
ing, and only fulfilled his promise of obedience* 

The commander pushed aside the others 
who barred the passflge, and entering, placed 
his hands upon St^phane's shoulders. 

" I told you that the graye would remain 
empty/' he muttered, without turning to 
those who followed him. "The Treguems 
have lost none of their power, and death will 
always make them acquainted with itR 
secrets f 

^Is the young man reedy to take the 
oath ?" demanded the Comte. 

Olympe pressed the arm of St^phane, wha 
replied : 
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" I am ready/* 

" Half Le Brec, half Treguem 1" mattered 
the Commander, still continuiDg to consider 
him attentively. 

The three companions advanced, but Malo 
placed himself before tbem« 

** Then/' said he, raising his voice and 
still keeping his eyes fixed upon St^phane. 
" I forbid thee to take the oath 1 Le Brec 
has struck thee, and Treguem has saved 
thee, but the child has no right to judge his 

fetht^ r 
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CHAPTER VIL 



THE BTKIKING OF THE CLOCK. 



Thbee in the morning struck upon the dock 
of the church of Saint Eastache. At that 
moment, when all Paris was still sleeping^ 
there was already a great noise and excite- 
ment around the market-place. From the 
Marche des Prouvaires to the Fontaine dea 
Innocents, a country population, who were 
entirely unknown to the idle citizens, were 
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swarming together and busily running to and 
fro ; it is the market of fishmongers, gardeners, 
and all those merchants with nailed shoes and 
homy hands, always armed with whips, wha 
undertake to satisfy Parisian gluttony. 

Around the fountain, the pavements dis- 
appeared under large baskets of fruit, which 
covered the ground as far as the Rue aux 
Fers, 

The campagnards were there, guarding 
their merchandise, and looking on calm and 
immovable, while the crowd of buyers were 
rushing excitedly to and fro. 

If at the Champ-de-Mars races you have 
seen the horses engaged pawing the ground 
and champing their bits, impatient for the 
signal which they are expecting, you can 
foitn some idea of what was going on among 
the hucksters, victims of the strict regulations^ 
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saffering the agonies of Tantalns, and placed 
in the midst of so much frait, sach beantifbi 
melons, and such fresh vegetables, without 
the power to stretch forth their hands and 
grasp. 

Nobody could anticipate the fixed hour; 
the first stroke of the parish clock must have 
struck before the sale could commence. 
Before that, they could cry, haggle, or dis- 
pute, but they could not seize and place their 
mark upon the coveted pannier. 

But directly the clock strikes four, what an 
uproar and what struggling! The moral 
chain is broken, the flood bursts forth, the 
sea rises, overwhelming the till now forbidden 
shore. There is wild rushing about, there is 
pushing and jostling; long cords are passed 
round the hampers with tremendous velocity, 
and these cords mean, ^ Not to be touched.^' 



The cord is a sacred 'thing. It is like the 
fragile seal which justice places upon the 
strong box of a defunct person, and which is 
a greater safeguard than all the locks in the 
world. 

The countryman, impassible in Jthe midst 
of this fever, quietly looks on and smokes his 
pipe. Little matters to him the colour of the 
cords ; he will be paid ready money, and he 
has fijsed the price beforehand ; the money of 
one is to him as good as that of another* 
. At the end of a minute, the tempest is 
lulled, all the hampers are marked, and it 
only remains to pour into the leather purse of 
the Norman the price of the beautiful yelvety 
peaches, the ruby grapes, or the fragrant 
pears. 

Norman is the general name for the mstio 
brokers who buj «p the produce of tibe 
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country, and come to trade in the markets of 
Paris. 

But that is only over the space which 
surrounds the Fontaine des Innocenta 
that the market extends. Paris would have 
to fast lamentahly if it had nothing hut 
these trifles to satisfy its appetite. The 
neighbouring streets are encumbered, and 
while the carts stretch along the quays, upon 
the bridges, and as far as the Place duChlltelety 
perfect mountains of vegetables are heaped 
upon the pavements, from Saint Eustache to 
the Rue du Roule, and from the Rue du Roule 
to the Rue Saint-Denis, Under the shelter 
of these hills of cabbage, leeks, and lettucCi 
half savage women are to be seen, indolently 
squatting down in the dust, if it is fine weather^ 
in the mud if it is rainy. They sleep there as 
elsewhere. If they prefer to talk they must 
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Lave some eau-de-vtej and there is never any 
lack of eaU'de-me in those latitudes, where 
Paul Niquet, like an old river, pours forth, 
night and day, its inexhaustible urn. 

It was in the Rue Ferronnerie, not far 
from that monumental arch which givea 
entrance to the market, in the face of the 
fountain. For a hundred yards round there 
was not a single person asleep ; the guardians 
of the divers mountains of vegetables which 
were extended in a chain along the pavement 
had formed themselves into a conventicle, and 
were talking in front of the arch. The buyers, 
who had been arriving in crowds ever since 
three o'clock, were there, making their choice; 
but they found it difficult to find out who to 
speak to, as the club of villagers were en-» 
gaged upon a subject of thrilling interest.. 
So that the buyers, after vainly trying ta 
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strike a bargain, approached tlie group in 
their turn, and began to listen. 

It was a question of a murder which had 
been committed that same night, in the midst 
of extraordinary circumstances. And what 
they would not be forgotten to talk of such a 
murder. 

"Quite young, I tell you, quite young,'* 
exclaimed a woman, whose rudHy face dis- 
appeared under an ample cotton handkerchief, 
which was tied over her head, " and hand- 
some as a cherub 1'' 

*' You have lieeh him then, Mme. Michel?" 
was asked from all parts. 

"I did not have the chance, replied 
the woman, bitterly. " I came a quarter of 
an hour too late ; but the Norman from our 
part saw him, and said he was a nice slip of 
a lad, with eyes as blue as the sky." 
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"But what had the other done to hira?'*" 
inquired a voice from the crowd; "were 
they fighting?" 

^••They don't know/' returned Mme, Michel^ 
and I can only tell you what I have been 
told. It was behind the Champs Elysdes; 
there is the house of some marquise, which 
stands, as you may say, just where Madame 
Mathieu's heap is — opposite, as you may 
say, in the place where Madame Richard's 
heap stands, you must imagine a smaller 
house. Between the two houses, as it might 
be, just here where we are standing, they 
were both found, lying one on the top of the 
other — and the most astonishing thing is, 
that three strange characters came and took 
up the corpse, pretending that they were 
going to have him attended to, and spirited 
him away like a conjuror's ball." 



164: THRICE DEAD. 

^^ A corpse is not to be bidden under a tuf^ 
of grass/' observed Madame Richard, increda-^ 
louslj. 

'^ That's it I But I tell you what I heard. 
And God knows that there are plenty of 
people between the AU^e des Veuves and th& 
Invalids, talking about the affair I " 

" Haven't they searched the houses ? " was. 
asked. 

"They searched the house on the right,, 
which belonged to the youth who was killed. 
And guess what they found." 

Madame Michel made a pause; all ears, 
opened. 

"In the cellar," she continued, "they^ 
found a great nigger, dead drunk." 

There was a murmur among the crowd ;. 
the nigger produced a sensation. 

"But I forgot to tell you," interrupted 
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Madame Michel, ^^ because I can't think of it 
all at once. Yoa*ll suppose the young man 
had servants; well, the officers found the 
house empty — not a soul in it I And when 
the servants returned after midnight, they 
«aid they had been sent away, one here, the 
other there, by somebody on the part of their 
master. Who could that have been ? Pro- 
bably the other young man who escaped from 
the guard-house.'' 

^*He has escaped then, the rascal I" ex- 
claimed those who had not heard the com- 
mencement of the story. 

Madame Michel looked over her shoulder 
at them. 

" Didn't I tell you," she replied, ** that he 
had escaped before I passed with my cart 
before the station-house on the esplanade? 
The soldiers were running about in search of 
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titQ. And the people who were there, were 
ready enough to say that they were wrong to 
put him all alone into the back room, which 
has only some old rails befidre it, and which 
looks upon the bois " 

"Oh I oh I*' said a short man who wa» 
standing under the arch, ^^yoa are talking 
ebout the youngster who gave that ualuckj 
blow I " 

^^ Monsieur MonnerotI Monsieur Monne- 
-rotl '' exclaimed the assembly in chorus. 

M. Monnerot was the ^^ Norman from our 
jpart^'^ cited by Madame MicheL He came 
forward with his cap pulled down over his 
^ars, his pipe in his mouth, and his hands 
cinder his blouse; and the circle opened to 
let him pass. 

"Isn't it true that you hare seen hita^ 
Monsieur Monnerot?" said Madame AiicheL 
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*' As plain as I see you, just as plain," re- 
sponded the Norman. My cart was passing 
before the Pont des Invalides just as the 
soldiers were bringing him from the Champ 
Elysi^es. As to his being good-looking, he's 
a good-looking lad enough." 
' " There are a good many like that — deceit- 
ful faces I " observed Madame Mathieu, pro- 
prieti'ess of the heap on the right, and Madame 
Richard, proprietress of the heap on the left. 

^^ It caused a block all along the quay," 
<5ontinued M. Monuerot, ^^ and we had time 
to ask all about it. When the youngster was 
in the guard-house, there capae a young lad, 
About fifteen or slsteen, who wanted to see 
him, and who said — * I am his brotl^pr.' I 
have got a pretty sharp eye, though you 
might not think it, and I suspected at once 
that it was a wench in disguise." 
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" And did they let him in?*' exclaimed the 
crowd, whose cnriosity was strained to the 
highest pitch. 

Every moment the group was increasing, 
Bnd it already occupied the width of the 
street. 

" The affair concerns the head of the 
station-house/' said M. de Monnerot, ^^and he 
will be punished if he is in fault. It was not 
ten minutes after the pretended boy had en- 
tered the guard-house, when some -one called 
out from the inside, and all the jpousse-cail- 
loux came rushing out with their guns, as 
though they were going to ravage the quartier! 
But, bah ! it was dark ; there was a deal of 
use in beating the bushes, the bird waa 
flown I " 

"And the lad who said he was his brother ?'* 
" They had to whistle for him I There 
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was no more a lad than there is on the end of 
my nose I After a time they made the 
vehicles drive on, and I left the gaping 
toobies babbling before the doors of the 
^uard-house/' 

"Then you don't know what folio wed. 
Monsieur Monnerot ?'' demanded Madame 
Michel, in an insinuating tone, 

** I don't think anything followed," replied 
the UTorman. 

Madame Michel, immediately recovering 
her importance, turned her back towards him, 
and addressed herself directly to the public. 

"Well," she said, "perhaps this is the 

most astonishing thing about it. When our 

cart passed the guard-house, the soldiers 

were all amazed. This assassin, since he is 

^n assassin, must be a young man of very 

'^faigh family — ** 

VOL. III. I 
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The Nonnan slirngged his Bhoulders. 

" A straw hat I** he growled, ** a coarse vel- 
Yeteen jacket, and canvass trousers I" 

^^The dress has nothing to do with, it," 
said the woman ; ^^ he could easily have dis- 
guised himself. It isn't a common young 
man that would have been claimed like that 
by a marquise, by a comtesse, and by a 
comte I" 

There was almost a tumult at this stroke. 

^^ What marquise ?" they demanded. 

" What comtesse ?'' 

** What comte ?" 

Madame Michel placed herself in a dignified 
attitude, and put her great hands under her 
apron. 

^^ I can only tell you what I heard, my 
lads,'' she replied ; ^^ but who was it that said 
so ? the soldiers at the guard-house themselvet. 
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A# to knowing the naaie of the marquise, the 
name of the comtesse, and the name of the 
^eointe, yoa have a&ked me too moeh. One 
ihmg is certain snre: I'll read the Jotumal 
-du Commerce to-noorrovr, to see all the 
details." 

What happens in all such eases took 
place now ; the crowd sab- divided into small 
.groups^ where the storj, contorted in a dozen 
different ways, was reprodaoed for the edifi- 
<satioQ of the late comers*. 

M« Monnerot, left alone with a few adher- 
ents, declared that if the youngster should 
ever come aeruss his path, he should certainly 
4-eeognia(e him, and ooUar Yam withoot cere- 
mony. 

However^ in idie dkrectioik of the Sue Saint 
fion0r6, the rolling of a vehicle waa heard, 
w^hieh was advaneing aa we|Ul as it eoold isl 
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the midst of the obstacles which were acca- 
malated in its path. 

The women to whom the care of the heaps 
of vegetables was committed, regarded them- 
selves as at home in the Bae de la Ferronnerie ; 
and they thought it a shame that the people 
of the neighbourhood should return to their 
dwellings in vehicles. 

^^ In effect,'* said they, ^^ a dozen cabbages 
is very soon crushed I" 

At the sound of the Jiacrej the groups began 
to break up, and each sentinel went to watch 
at the foot of her heap. 

The vo^re which had wandered into this 
immense vegetable shop, gathered a plentiful 
harvest of invectives upon its passage. The 
driver, who knew perhaps by experience the 
half-savage manners of the locality, turned 
A deaf ear, and patiently continued his waj* 
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As he arrived opposite the fountain, the 
lamp which was placed under the arch, threw 
its rays inside the fiaore^ and a small and 
rather sallow face of that character distin- 
guished by the name of nut-cracker was 
suddenly lighted up ; then the light fell upon 
another feice. 

M. Monnerot uttered a cry of astonishment ; 
he stretched out his arms towards the fiacre^ 
and the gossips who still surrounded him 
could see a good-looking young man, dressed 
in a straw hat and a velveteen jacket. 

** Stop the jmcfre /" commanded M. Mon- 
nerot, in a voice of thunder. 

The nut-crackers face was half protruded 
from the door, and said : 
*^ Gallop !'' 

The driver whipped his horses, and at the 
same time both the windows were closed. 
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The crowd, howeTer, Imd hegan to move ^ 
Mr. Moimerot dashed off after the fiaere with 
a deteTnined look, calling out : 

"" That's him t TU swear that's him I" 
The horses started off into a gallop along^ 
Ae Boe de rAignillerie, but the result of the 
pursuit could not be for an instant doubtful^ 
for the crowd was already gaining ground^ 
and the driver could not have increased the 
speed of his hacks if it had been a question of 
winning a fortune. 

Monsieur Monnerot already said in his easy 
triumph : 

"" He's ours I We shall catch him I" 
But at that moment the sound of the dock 
striking four threw out its magic appeal. It 
was like the beating of a drum. Monsieur 
Monnerot stopped short, with one foot in the 
air and &oed round with impetuosity, and 
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peasants and merchants followed his example; 
lhB fiacre no longer existed, each person now 
only thought of the abandoned hampers 
and the heaps left without defence to be 
pillaged. 

Monsieur Monnerot was thrown down in 
this fmntic rout, and there were others who 
received even worse treatment. 

At the first stroke of the clock, the driver, 
who knew what he was about, brought his 
horses to a trot, quietly turned the corner of 
tl>e Eue Saint-Denis and stopped in the yery 
middle of the market, before a six-story house 
which had a pigeon-house on its summit. 

It was the height of the commercial tempest. 
They sold and bought furiously, pushing each 
other about and paying ready money. The 
market-place presented the aspect of a furious 
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mtiie. AH the mmdera in the umverse mights 
have been going <m at that moment without, 
anybody taking anj notice. 

The door of the fiacre opened, and the^ 
nut-cracker fiice descended cautiouslj, and 
rang the bell of the mx-stoiy house. After 
him came the good-looking young man, in a 
straw hat and a coarse yelveteen jacket. 

^^ Come in, my trayelling companion," said 
M. Priv at to him, after having paid the driver,. 
^ what I announced to you has happened from 
beginning to end; we have met each other 
again sooner than you thought we should^ 
you have not found what you sought, but you 
have found that which you were not seeking. 
At Paris even more than elsewhere, life is a 
lottery ; now who knows but what you havQ 
the lucky ticket in your pocket ?*' 
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He closed tlie door upon Tannegay, who 
had followed him into the house, half stunned 
with surprise, while the em^tyjiacre descended 
towards the quay. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THE AKMLEBS MAN. 



KiGHT at the top of the six-story house which 
faced the Fontaine des Innocents, in the Bne 
Saint*Denis, there were some small lodgings 
of narrow and mean appearance, poorlj 
famished, and composed of a kitchen and three 
rooms. 

The kitchen was separated from the rest 
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bf a jMWsage ; in the middle of the ceiling 
there was a trap-door, which gaye access to 
tiie famous pigeon-honse of which M. Privat 
had spoken with 00 much complacency. 

A rode bed stood between the projecting 
store and the wall ; the only kitchen utensils 
were two or iSiree earthenware basins, and 
opposite the hed boel old table tottered upon its 
unequal legs. 

Upon this table stood the piece of stone, 
which the armless man had had suspended 
from his neck by a cord, during the past 
night when he entered the retreat of the 
Commander Malo. 

He was there, the man without arms, with 
nothing <«, except a shirt, which covered his 
mutilated shoulders. He was sitting upon a 
trass of straw before the table, devoting him- 
Mif ardently to his work. 



180 THRICE DEAD. 

What work was possible for this poor un- 
fortunate being ? 

It was twenty years since Soland Montfort^ 
already deprived of his right arm, had left 
his left; arm at the Trou-de-la-Dette. At that 
time he was a fine young man, brave and 
generous as a lion. What had he become 
since ? where had he dragged out his miser* 
able existence? 

Eoland Montfort could probably not have 
told himself. The candle burning upon the 
table fell full upon his forrowed cheeks and 
his forehead, upon which at times, thought 
seemed to be dead. 

It is true, that at other times, a bright 
flash of intelligence would light up in his 
eyes for a moment. At other times again^ 
his head was bowed down, heavy and sad^ 
upon his chest, when, his eyes fell upon eer« 
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tain objects which hnng against the wall^ 
oyer his hard bed. 

These were a bent sabre, some wool epau- 
lettes, and a military coat, upon the sleeves 
of which were the stripes of a sergeant. 

Poor trophy, which brought back to him 
his youth; dear £{mt;mtr which almost broke 
his heart, and yet which he had not the 
courage to part with. 

There are lives such as his, long martyr-^ 
doms, interspersed with no green and sunny 
spots, which are the irrefragable proofs of 
another and a better existence. 8ince the 
day on which his illusion had taken flight,, 
since the day on which Soland Montfort had 
seen Genevieve weeping in the arms of hia 
friend Filhol, he could not recollect having 
experienced a single joy. We know hia 
history up to the time of the baptism, which 
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took plaee tha day after the Feast of the Asu 
sumption. After the baptism, be had been 
sent to prison, and the surgeons had given 
him the hope that the ampotation of his left 
arm would kill him; he had survived the 
amputation. At the end of a year, the doors 
of his prifiOfi had been opened, and he had 
been cast, impotent as he was both in body 
and mind, upon the streets of Yannes. Do 
xiot fear that the biography will be prolonged ; 
we know only one more detail — Eoland 
Montfort had become the beast of burden of 
the little Bretim advocate. 

And it was pure charity on the part of M. 
Privaty for Eoland Montfbrt was the most 
useless of domestics. 

To what mysterious work then was he de- 
voting himself that night, he who had to be 
waited upon by im master every day? 
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Between his teeth he had a cord terminating 

in a ranniug knoti. With his bead, with his 

« 

shouldera, in the best way he conld, in shorty 
he was endeavouring to get his stone into the 
running knot, and when he had succeeded^ 
he gaye a shake, and the stone fell. 

It was the stotie which fitted the broken 
angle of the tombstone of Tanneguy. 

Ten times— twenty times, perhaps, he re- 
comnvenced the experiment, then he got up 
and rubbed his brow opon the sheets of his 
bed to wipe off the perspiration. 

^^ It will fall from a height I '* he muttered, 
looking at the stone with affectionate and 
satisfied eyes ; ^ it is the right one^ and the 
prophecy cannot lie ! " 

As he was going back to the table to try 
the movement lor the last time, he heard the 
ringing of the street bell. His physiognomy 
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changed; he hastily concealed the cord and 
the stone, and after extingaishing the light^ 
ran and threw himself upon his truckle-bed. 

Almost at the same instant, some person 
knocked upon the door, which opened npon 
the passage. Boland passed his toe into a 
ring which was at the foot of his bed, and 
drew a cord, at which the door opened. 

"Don't put yourself out of your way," 
said the voice of M. Privat, in the passage ; 
"I have all I want, remain where you are." 

Eoland Montfort heard that the little ad- 
vocate slipped the outside bolt of the door, 
and he listened eagerly. 

" Who can he have with him ? *' he mut- 
tered. 

Generally, M. Privat was not in the habit 
of bringing strangers home with him to his 
lodgings. 
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Roland slipped out of bed and crept to the 
door; but M. Privat was no longer in the 
passage. 

He had taken our friend Tanneguj into a 
larger room, full of dusty papers and smelling^ 
very close. Between two deal book-cases 
there was a tolerably good bed, towards which 
M, Privat hastened at once. 

** My young travelling companion," said he 
gaily, '* to-morrow, when it is light, I will 
show you my pigeons and the other beautiea 
of my dwelling. We have a magnificent 
view and excellent air, constantly purified by 
the fresh vegetables which the tributary pro- 
vinces send us. At the present moment, 
what you want most is a good sleep. With- 
out compliment, I may say that I have never 
seen a brave lad look so thoroughly stupid as 
you." 
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Tannegny looked at him with bewildered 
eyes, as thongh he was endeavouring to 
sanction the observation. 

*^ Give me a hand/' said M* Privat, wha 
oonld not prevent himself from laughing. 

He took the counterpane and the sheets 
from the bed^ not without caution, for he was 
a man of orderly habits ; then he grasped the 
mattress by one end and made a sign to Tan- 
neguy to take die other. Tanneguy obeyed. 
M. Privut went out of the room, crossed the 
passage, and poshed open the door of a small 
room, quite empty, upon the floor of which 
he spread out the mattress. 

This room was situated just opposite the 
glased door of the kitchen. 

^' Lie down there, with your clothes on, my 
traTelling companion/* said M. Privat ; ^ at 
twenty you dou^t require a feather bed. I 
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wish jou a good Bleep while I go about mjr 
biiHnesa." 

^^MoDsieurl monsieur 1" exclaimed Tai^ 
negnj, now recovering a little presence of 
mind, " I beg you will tell me — ^" 

** Not a word," interrupted the little maaj 
^^ I have already lost too much time with you 
r— your servant, with all my heart" 

With these words he passed out of the 
room and shut the door upon Tanneguy. 

The latter was left alone in the profound 
darkness; he pressed both his hands upon 
his temples, for in his first moments of loneli^^ 
ness, he thought he was going mid. 

From the moment when he had recovered 
his senses in the midst of the curious and 
hostile crowd, on the same spot where he had 
seen the inanimate body of his friend St6^ 
phane, unexpected adventures had succeeded 
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each other with a rapidity so strange, that 
he had remained in a sort of intoxication « 
That illuminated terrace in the marquise's 
garden, the chords of that joyful music, those 
magnificently-dressed women, and among 
them that beautiful young girl whom he had 
pursued in his dreams — the Commander Malo 
and M. de Feuillans, the master of the Ch&- 
teau-sans-Terre — then these soldiers who 
had come suddenly upon him and seized 
him, and the insulting looks of the people 
assembled along the road — the night in the 
guard-house — a young lad unexpectedly en- 
tering his prison and saving him, as though 
he possessed some fairy's keys— a long run 
under the tall trees in company with the lad^ 
who spoke to him in the well-known accent 
of his native place — a fiacre stopping before 
a grand edifice, surmounted by a dome, in 
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which M. Privat was waiting for him— all 
this whirled through his head, entangled like 
a skein of thread. 

^^ Make haste, " M. Privat had said in his 
shrill voice, as he opened the door of the 
Jiacre. 

The joang lad had taken off his hat, show- 
ing a fine head of long chestnut hair. 

Had not Tanueguy recognised the sprightlj 
face of the little Vevette, whose old mother 
lived at the bourg of Orlan, at the end of the 
parsonage orchard ? 

There was no other light than the smoky 
iampa of the fiacre^ he might have been de- 
ceived. 

"What shall I tell mademoiselle?" the 
young lad, or the young girl, had asked, on 
quitting M. Privat. 

^^ Tell her to inform madame la comtesse 
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that I haye taken this jontk here to mj 

^amicile," M. Prtvat had returned. 

The Jidcre had started off, and from the 

Invalides to the market-place^ M. Frivat had 

not once opened his lips^ 

Now Tannegny felt as though he was un 
prison in that close room, the heavy atmos- 
phere of which oppressed his chest ; he tried 
to move, feeling half inclined to run avay 
out of the house; but at the first step he 
took in the dark^ he stopped in discourage-^ 
ment. 

He allowed hiiiuielf to sink down upon his 
bed again ; the thought of his firiend St6pliane 
came back to him, and his eyes filled with 
tears. The radiant vision which had attracted 
him from his native village eould not £ul to 
•appear to him at that feverish hour ; she cams 
in effect, but it waa like one of the diamonda 
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abining a&r off in the blue skj, glittering 
through the darkness without dispelling it, 
and whoee brightness renders the gloom more 
profound bj the contrast* 

Tanneguy's heart sank within him, for 

4 

henceforth, the idea of Yal^ie was ajisociated 
within his mind with I know not what 
&tal horror. Had he not seen her, pale 
and cold^ among those women who were 
looking at the place where St^phane had 
ialLen? 

At length his ejes, w^gbed down with 
fetigue, closed, and his bead sank down upon 
tbe mattress. He was only twenty, and, at 
that age, all sorrow has the privilege of taking 
reii^ in sleep^. At tbe moment when his 
muscles were relaxing, aad bis thoughts 
vacilliattng before sinking to rest, it was not 
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the image of Valerie which came hovering 
aboYe his forehead • 

He saw the Treguem meadow, with its old 
willows and its smooth turf, studded with 
dwarf camomile. On the bank of a brook a 
young girl was sitting — a childish face was 
visible under her white Morbihan peasant's 
<^ap, an angelic &ce rather, with large sweet 
melancholy eyes, which seemed to be upturned 
to heaven. 

The young girl was dreaming. Her regard 
tieemed to be seeking beyond the terrestrial 
horizon the lost illusion of her chaste amours. 
Her heart was fluttering under the white cam - 
brie handkerchief which was modestly crossed 
over her shoulders, and a large tear trembled 
upon her eye-lashes. 

She picked from the damp grass a field 
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*clais7, and contemplated it for a moment, 
without daring to consult the ingenious oracle. 
But it was necessary to know. The young 
girl slowly picked the daisy to pieces ; and by 
the movement of her lips, Tanneguy divined 
that she was saying : 

'* Does he still love me a little ? Much ? 
Passably—?" 

And with a little shudder, while a pale 
hue came over her face like the shadow of a 
^loud : 

"Not at all r 

When the last foUoU fell, the young girl 
raised her pretty face with a bright smile. 
She joined her hands, and her prayer rose to 
the feet of the queen of angels. 

Tanneguy moved upon his bed, his heart 
lull of joy and also of remorse. It was her 
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he had abaadoned to follow the deocStfial 
Will-o'-the-wurp. 

Happilj, die field daby had responded: 

Good little daisji which knew the heatt of 
oar Tannegaj much better than oar Tatine^ 
guy knew it Mmself I 
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CHAPTER IX. 



li. pbiyat's old papers. 



^as ti iDtan wiio neyer dneamt of love, 
M. Privat I and for wbom nobodly ever eon- 
«iilted the tiny <orftele >of (the ifield daisy. 

Box-^woiod MwdtiBt iap<m iresh ink, and old 
ink upon yellow paper, wetia thiaga as rplea- 
^sant in his ejes, «nd had as tfim an odDiir in 
Ins nostrMs as 1^ tiaost i>eaatifal of &Mirera. 



He was in im office. For eoonouiflr. even 
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more than from a vrish to be at ease, he had 
taken off his ball costnme ; a grey dressing- 
gown, which had served him faithfally ever 
since his youthful days, hung upon his meagre 
form, and the peaked-cap had regained its 
place on the top of his cranium. 

He was sitting before a large table, under 
the shade of the lamp, and around him old 
dusty papers were heaped up as the cabbages 
and lettuces had heesk heaped up on the pave* 
ments of the neighbouring streets. He waa 
in his element ; his restless eyes passed cares- 
singly over this confusion of faded scrawls, 
and he took them up one after the other with 
as keen a relish as a miser plunging his hands 
among heaps of gold. 

^^ There would have been a means," he 
said, pushing his spectacles up to his forehead 
and rubbing his fatigued eyes ; ^^ if they had 
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left my young comrade Tamieguy in tbe 
hands of jnstice, it moat have all come to 
light this time. And, to assnme the worst, I 
am not the slave of this enchantress. I have 
no amourette that I know o^ and I don't 
believe in phantoms. If the beantifnl Olympe 
does not tell me what I want to know, there 
is still time to retrace onr steps ; so much the 
worse for my travelling companion." 

He placed npon the table a register of im- 
posing size, soiled and shiny from constant 
Use, and beg^n rapidly to turn over the 
leaves. 

*' My notes of the last twenty years I" he 
muttered ; *^ what groping in the dark ! what 
wild hypothesis I But I have followed the 
thread, and now I am near the door of the 
labyrinth." 

He dipped his pen in the ink and upon the 
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last page whiek was balf filled, wrote a dozen 
fines — no doubt die summary of wliat he had 
learnt since the preceding day. 

Then he pushed away the rej^ster, stretched 
out his legs under the table, and joined the 
tips of his fingers. 

^ Let us recapitulate/' he said : ^ Towards, 
the end of the last century, an English com- 
pany, which has since had numerous imitators,, 
was formed to trade upon two sentimenta 
which are very strong within us: the afiec-^ 
tions of a £atber of a &mily and selfish anw 
bition. This company, which took the namo 
of the Campbell Ltfe^ general assuraneeSj 
mnnu^tes on survivorship^ in honour of ito 
founder, ofiered to some a large sum in caaa 
0f death, to others the seductiye chances of a 
tontine* To the first it said : ^^ If you die, I 
will give bread to your children;" to the^ 
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others it cried : ^ Only Ure long enougli and 

I will make you raolil" A young lad, a 

seminarist, named Oabriel, obtained at the 

poor bourg of Orlan an English jonvnal 

which contained the pompons amouncemAnt 

of thift n«w enterprise ; thia young man 

nade himself the friend of the laat of the 

Treguems ; the last of the Tregnerns went to 

London and assured for a hundred thousand 

francs in ease of death* During the time 

thsA Treguem was away upon this jouraey^ 

the? semuiariBt Gabrielgotinto communicatioa 

with aa international agent and signed am 

agiteement to pay to the Qompany, hf a touf- 

tkiei a yearly sul^scription of one hujodred 

thoasiand irancs ! Nothing less than that!'' 

Here }L FriTrat brok/e off and puffed^ out 
his dieehs. 

^^itnd tliis Gkabriel had scarcely reached 
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lus majority when he formed that idea I'' he^ 
growled. ** What a daring rascal I'' 

^^Gkbriel/' he^wenton^ porsaing his sum-* 
mary with the help of the notes which he 
consulted every now and then^ '^ had not the 
Talue of a sou^ and his first subscription w as^ 
payable on the 16th of August, in the year^ 
1800. Filhol de Treguem returned to the 
Tillage, and did a thing which will seem iu^ 
credible in our epoch of tranquillity, bat 
which, in the inidst of the troubles under 
which our western provinces were suffering^ 
after the &11 of royalty, was really only a 
bold strike. Thanks to Gabriel^ who lived at 
the presbytere of Orlan, and who was able to. 
assist him in more ways than one, Filhol 
feigned mortal sickneas in the mcmth of Sep- 
tember, 1799, Gabriel entered his decease ia> 
Ae registers of the parish^ and filhoI, l^sdly 
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dead, concealed himself in the environs of the 
manor-house, to wait till the English com- 
pany should have paid the sum for which he 
had assured in case of death. 

That was a long time, because the war ren- 
dered all relations between the two countries 
very difficult. 

At length, at the reiterated instances of 
Gabriel, who was the executor of the Comte 
Filhol's will, an agent of the GamphelhLdfe 
Company risked the passage of the English 
Channel, and arrived in the town of Redonon 
the 15th of August, 1800. 

Ten months had passed since the empty 
coffin, which according to common belief con- 
tained the remains of the last of the Tre- 
guems, had been laid in the grave. During 
that time Genevieve Lehir, the Comte Filhors 
'wife, had visited him in his retreat ; she had 
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become a moihery and on the niglit of die 
15th of August, she had brought into the 
world an infant of the male sex. 

*^ All that is clear as daylight !" again k)«- 
tcrmpted M. Privat ; ^^ Gabriel assassinated 
Filhol de Tregnem in order to get the Eng- 
lishman's hundred thonsand francs and pay 
has first annual subscription. Then followed 
the double baptism and the exchange of the 
infkntsy as though this Gabriel had resolT^ 
to eut off all chancea even in the future &am 
this race of Treguem which he had robbed 
in the present as well as in the past. The 
trial of Bolaad Montfort, accused of murder^ 
made: me aoqiaaiiiited with thi^N9 in&itaouB pro*^ 
eeedings; and. ft'omi tbat tiiDae I hare bdaa 
maneking stepr by st^p ini the; track o£ the 
former semiinarisli OalkrrieL 

^^ Filhol wasr the fricAi c^ Gabidel; he 
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ctjied a Solent deatk. GiSrtoe Gli^nent, the 
doctor of Laval, was tibe friend of Gabriel, 
and be bad the same fate asFilbol. Jobann- 
Mariai Worms,, the diaoMnd membanb of 
GologBft, again, waB^ ibe friend of Gabriel, 
and so was tbe Marquis da Casteliat. LaOf- 
nnoe de. Tregimn was tbe^ fiemeie of Gabriel 
^'^^latt. riob, ail have died oa the same melan*- 
ahQd(f dalael 

*^And Gabriel^ w^ha had no known re- 
jB0UB»8, baftalwajapanotmallj paid that heavy 
aBcnied subscription of ai hundred thousand 
fisancs! 

*^ A child might draw his^ deductions from 
'tibttt., 

^^ But there is one thing which is not only 
ifBgt the intelUgence: of a child, but which 
gQefrBeyowl the limits of human reason. 

^^ These dead persons are now living I or at 
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least several among them. Why have the7> 
not reclaimed their rights ? 

"And if they are phantoms (for the 
human mind shrinks before these nameless, 
extravagances), why have they not avenged 
themselves ? 

" Why has Malo de Treguem, who knowa^ 
all, remained silent? Why has this young 
girl, Valerie, who seems to be ignorant of 
nothing, kept her lips closed ?" 

M. Privat was perplexing himself more and 
more with these questions which he could not 
fathom, when he started at feeling a hand 
lightly placed upon his shoulder. 

The lamp was beginning to pale in the first 
rays of daylight. 

He turned round and saw Mademoiselle^ 
Olympe de Treguem standing close behind 
Mm. 
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** Valerie r* he exclaimed, "I was just de- 
siring your presence!" 

" Hush I" said the young lady, placing her 
finger upon her lips ; ^^the Comtesse Tor« 
quati is there ?" 

** In the room with Tanneguy?*' 

" I had no need to show her the way,'' re- 
plied Olympe de Treguem, with a melancholy 
smile y^hich made her look more beautiful. 

As M. Privat was about to go on speaking^ 
she stopped him with a gesture and said : 

^*I heard you. You want to ask me why 
all these victims have forgotten to seek for 
vengeance. Ton don't know, then, that they 
have done still more ? The path of the mur^^ 
derer was filled with obstacles ; those obsta« 
cles have disappeared before his steps." 

*^ It has, indeed, been so," replied the little 
man. 
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^^ Afidy a£ter a crime hw been committed^ 
has there ever remained a trace ? Has there 
not always been a mysterioua hand which 
came and carried awa^r the corpse, and e^eA 
washed away the traces of the blood ?'' 

^^ That is^truel" again saad the little man. 

(Hympe de Tregnem looked him in the 
fetceu 

**WhethjeE they we dead of living/' she 
said, ^^theyanemaifdadng tc^ardsan end, and 
woe tO' him whO' places hknself aerosa their 
path I Once they sajd to me, ^ Choose be- 
tween your brother and him you love I' My 
heart rebelled and in my blind pride I refiised 
^-*-<-I wanted to save theoLboth, the one by the 
athar. The one by the other, I nearly des- 
troyed them bcNth V* 

^^ I who have neither a Iqtw, nop a bro- 
ther,'' began Monsieur Privat 
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Valerie took a step iarmsmij and her kand 
rested moise humij irpon kis sfaoidder. 

^^Yon have loved ii8|" she ptoaomioed 
slowlj^ ''and under the capnee of your 
eaiioflitj there is I do not know what chiTal- 
rous devotion. Bnt two or three tiocies 
already, without knomag k^ yon have im- 
jpedbd the path of those I am serring. If 
they found yon in tbdr way again^ I could na 
longer save jtmj* 

^^ Do they think to fri^itoa me ?' ezclamied 
the little van, prompt ta grow angry. 

^^Wcnild jou. prerenl jaetioa ftam keing 
rendesed?" asli^d (Hympe, withont losing her 
calm tone* *^ Yon know enongk to- nnderu 
stand me when I say tilatio certam sitaa- 
tioos, entuoely separated fimn the grooves, at 
conmon li&, tke^ wdinary ilMmes^the legal 
jmoeSf are closedL M. de SeniUans wonldy 
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perhaps, come off yictonoiis firom a )acliciary 
battle in which no material proof could bo 
broaght against him." 

** Perhaps !" said the little man, valiantly 
throwing back his head at the thoaght of the 
struggle. 

Olympe's eyes sparkled. 

^^They have not combatted and suffered for 
twenty years,'* she said, "to say after all, 
perhaps. It is not probability that will 
satisfy them ; it is certainty. 

" I am a Treguem," she continued, after a 
silence, during which M. Privat reflected— 
*^ My brother who is there, and who is very 
dear to me, will never know whose hands 
have built the splendid palace, where the 
grandeur of our name will be revived in him. 
Others may hide their sorrows in seclusion ; 
Jbe, our Tanneguy, will be happy and glorious. 
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listen to me — '' aod while she spoke thus, 
her beautiful face had such a proud expression 
upon it, that M. Frivat, quite subdued, con- 
templated her with admiration and respect — 
" listen to me ; if I have done wrong, may 
God judge me. Our glorious dreams vanish 
before the regard of human justice as before 
the breath of an evil genius. I do not want 
human justice." 

" But — " said M. Privat, hesitatingly, *' you 
are very young, Valerie ; they may have 
deceived you.*' 

" They are four now,'* replied Olympe de 
Treguern, speaking as though her interlo-* 
cutor knew the bottom of the mystery ; " the 
day after the victory, their interests may 
make them enemies ; that day I shall be 
ready for the struggle. Meanwhile, are yoa 
with ns, or are you against us ?" 
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M. Frivat reflected for a momeBt, then 
said: 

•'What must I dor 

Oljimpe . da Tr^iiem held ouit her haod to 
him* 

^^To reach that encrmous sum to whksh 
M. de Feuillans is ^aititled by his contra^it,'^ 
she replied, ^^ there are difficulties of more 
than one description. Protections are not 
wanting* to us, and the government itself 
would support us in case of need ; but you 
could serve us better than any otheiw^yoa 
who' are in comimunicataion mith the company. 
The first thing to be done ia to place in the 
hands of M. de Feuillans the twenty millions 
of francs which are due to him.'* 

M. Privat shook his head. 

^^ Nothing could be doue- against a man 
who has twenty milHoos," he said. 
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(^ Witfai liiavm meama^ that ib trae,'' minr-« 
mured Olympe de TrcgBf^m.; ^^ but thcwe wbor 
no longer belMg to tliift world have other 
weapDnek.'' 



In the little empty chamber where Tanne* 
guy was slewing- up<»iv hk po«r mattrew, tke 
first rayid of the auD were enterii^* 

The Ck)ni4eaie Tarqnatr, beantifal in; her 
emotion, and her intense mother's joy, was 
bending over the bed, and watching Tannegny 
with a countenance which beamed with afifeo'^ 
tion. 

From time to time her eyes were turned 
towards heaven, with a look of earnest gra« 
titude. 

She believed herself alone. But on the 
other side of the glazed door, which separated 
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tiie room from the kitchen, Boland Montfort 
was kneeling npon the floor. 

He had raised a comer of the curtain, and 
was looking in through the tears which filled 
his eyes. 

Ton would have thought that his whole 
soul had passed into his eyes and sprang 
towards the woman who was bending over 
the forehead of the sleeping Tanneguy. 

His trembling voice murmured some un- 
connected words, among which was often 
mingled a name which was pronounced with 
inexpressible tenderness : 

*' Geneviive ! Genevidve ! '* 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE OGTAYE OF THE ASSUMPTION. 



In Paris it now takes a year or more to 
«etile a life assurance. That is progress. lu 
London, in 1820, it only took a day. That 
was the infancy of art. 

For a week past, two hundred artizans 
from Nantes and Eennes had been at work 
at the Ch&teau-sans-Terre. Every morning 
there arrived wagon loads of velvet hang- 
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^ toe«U«« »P°» *» floor. 
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his eyes. 

You would have thought tj 

«>ul had pa«««'* »to his ejre 
towards the veoman ^fc^ ^^ 
the forehead of the sleeping 5.^, 

His trembling voice njurnm 
connected words, among ^y^^^ 
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:oQ by stealiiig evea the 

ifore the open door of 
!iere Donairi^re le Breo 
old age, thej changed 
on Bmiling looks ; for 
lie good folks of Bre- 
y overcome with 'fear 
careas the devil, 
her iatge bed with 
heeled to the door, in 
'line; and day after 
r aroM crossed upon 
less as a block of 
sunken ^Mse iodked 
vp, and k was -well 
pray«rs which feU 
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bad come to her to speak to her of heaven^ 
but she had forbidden him to pass the threa« 
hold of the door. That day, her stable boy, 
her servant girl, and all the labourers had 
4ibandone4 ber, for each felt that she had 
-already one foot, on the brink of hell. 

That day, Mathelin himself, Mathelin the 

j>dtaur^ who had been in her service for 

twenty-five years, tied up his bundle, and 

placing it upon the end of his stick, had 

«haken the dust from his feet and fled« 

It was no longer a place for a christian in 
the house of that reprobate. 

Although she was still rich, although she 
«till possessed the mill of Guillaume F6rvL 
upon the Lande, the meadow upon the bank of 
the river, some rich green and ploughed fields, 
some plantations, and the &rm-house of Gh6n 
teau-le-Brec, Douairi^re would have had no 
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t>ne close to her eyes, but for the young girl 
lAarcelle. 

Marcelle had not left her, although she 
was as good a christian as the stable boy and 
the servant girl, or as the labourers and 
Mathelin the p&tour^ Marcelle waited upon 
the old woman with angelic devotion, and 
the idea never came into her mind that God 
would punish her for her charitable labour. 
, Douairi^re repaid her in invectives and 
sarcasms. Half dead as she was, she still 
knew how to strike the poor child's heart in 
its vulnerable place, and her paralyzed lips 
often found strength to open, and cast at 
MarceUe such pitiless words as these — 

^^ Tour Tanneguy is gone after that girl he 
is fond of. He has forgotten you, and j6vl 
will never see him again ! '' 

Marcelle would go away and cry in her 

VOL. III. L 



iMdroopt), at l^e fo(\t of the JU^jtle imsyge of 
the virgin, which she kept unkaoijrjgi tfi 
J>giaair\^re le Br€\c. 

][t WAS tfhfi eighth d^j e^er ihfi Fe||&it of 
|t^^ Assumption. On ret^imipg from ye^pewi, 
jthe inJia,h^^nlB of t^ie Bpm;g of Otlmj ^w 
^miog Mpng ,the ^oad which crosses thp 
jQiipuule-LfL^^e, a veritable procession of cai^ 
riage^,, which reached from GuiUaame F^a*;^ 
p;ujtl, as far a^ the Trou-de-^arPette^ 

fhe villagers ranged t1pL.em£e||Lve3 ,.q^ .each 
f^de of the noad t^o wq^h them pass^ .ajgtd t^ 
^tji^pse who ea^uir^cd where they jy.ere jgio^ag, 
i^ WAS replied^ 

** M. U Comfc^ (^M4 4e Tfegue^y^ is 
W«W>g t? (OW«py >^ c^<:Wi ^.-ffloi^rpyj'^ and 

This Comte Gabri^^ jp^^jt ^^ i)j.pi;p JKftaltfjy 
HJiaii ^ kiflg (thfin J 
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Yes, certainly, and much more wealthy I 
He waB master of all the plaee-^U the 
-country belonged to him, from the Oust to 
VHaine. He had bou^it at the prices which 
had been demanded, dl the land which had 
composed the domain of tktQ great knight 
Tanneguy. 

It was to him ihsA all the ^fermers of the 
tourg of Grlan would have to pay their rents. 
So they spoke of him with prudence, for 
j)eople must ixve and keep bread for their 
femilies. 

While the carriages were passing, father 
Michelan said, winking his eye and wagging 
•his hoary head — 

*^ This is &ie weather to ripen the bock* 
wheat, my lads! Ah, welll'* 

^'Well, pretty good,** replied Mal^lin, 
"with the *same mysterioos air, ^^although a 

L 2 



220. THRICE DEAD. 

4rop of rain wouldn't do any harm to the 
orchards which Ue on the high ground." 

^^ Nor for the meadows, for sure/' added 
Toinetle Marshal, lus wife ; ^^ if the after- 
math is burnt up that will be a pity." 

^^ Ah, well ! ah, well ! " said Michelan the 
patriarch, drawing the cork from his cow's- 
horn snuff-box, ^^ we can't expect such years 
now as we used to have. Things have de- 
generated, but so long as it's only half bad, 
we must be content. The apples we grind 
up now are all peel and kernels ; we should 
have thrown such scraggy rubbish on the 
duDg-hill the year I was married ! " 

All who were over fifty expressed their 
approval, and the young people consoled 
themselves by thinking that perhaps the 
world might recover from its degenerating 
propensities, and that before they died they 
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might see the apples as large as in the good 
old times. 

The last carriage tamed the comer of the 
road; the villagers drew together into It 
group, and the mask which covered every 
{(Etce fell. 

There was now a general discontent visible, 
a vague need of revolt, with the contingent 
superstitious terrors. 

^^If that is not a crjinf^ shame f said 
Mathelin, clenching his large fists. 

^^ Hush ! " said old Michelan, who judged 
the noise of the wheels still too near. 

But the farmers wives had held their 
tongues as long as thej could. 

^^Ks shameful!'' they exclaimed in choras. 

" A bastard I '' 

** A renegade abbe ! " 
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'* A rag^m])£SDy. who we hayaseen xxxDnaxag^ 
about tBe roads with his cassock in tatters^lr *^ 

The phre Michelan. sat down upon tba side^ 
of the road among, the heath, and the villagers, 
gathered round him. The night was heg^f-^ 
ning to fall. 

*^We talk about the seasons changiii]g[/'' 
said the old man^in a thoughtful tone^ ^^what 
shall we say about men ? Tou all recollect 
him they called the good advocate of Eedon?'*^ 

" Privat I M. Privat 1 '* exclaimed the 
ehorus. 

^' Who defended poor Boland Montfort out 
of pure generosity 1 " added several voices. 

And the ex-secgeant Mathurin: said as he 
approachedr-- 

"A worthy soul, or I never saw one^ 
uncle/' 



*^*WeH; ^athurifa; mjr n^jiliei^*, yotf litevet^ 
saw one then/' replifed tlife olS'iioah bittferi/; 
** I teli you tKat meii change; This Privat is 
now the factotum of Gabriel." 

T!!ie' crowd ^xpi'essed their difesent with 
bne voic€5, 

'*'A!8 trileaBlteirydii/'ddiitifaued the* dltt* 
farmer; gt'dvfmg animated^ "it's thik Privat 
whd has bought' and paid for, on behalf of 
the false priest, all the pieces of land which 
composed' the ancient Tregueni estate." 

" Is it possible 7^' said those wlib stood rbiitid! 

"'And why not, since thiere is nb longer a 
Tifdguerti?'' said VincentT^ru, whbhadbe- 
come more and more philosophical as he greW 
Old^i*. 

Old Michelan looked him in fh^ face. 

^Iktidhmid ^afe yottr dfetel^-in-laW,'' he 
muttered. ** If Fanchette ^fr'afe still' living; 
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she would tell yoa that yoa are either tdling^ 
lies or deceiving yoarself." 

Vincent F6ra shro^ed his shoulders and. 
replied — 

^^ Fanchette couldn't distinguish her right 
hand from her leflt, old man. I know well 
enough what you are speaking of — ^it was 
that that was Fanchette's misfortune. The^ 
Treguems have always brought ill luck ux 
those who come near them/' 

** You just hold your tongue, Vincent. 
F^ru I '' said the ex-sergeant Mathurin. 

** Or you will tell the reason why I " added 
the pAtour Mathelin, laying his strong hand 
upon his shoulder. 

The women raised their voices in approval 
of these words. 

On all sides were heard the words, repeated 
by old and young — 
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" The Treguems were good masters 1 ** 

^^ And one at least of those two lads who 
lived among us, but who are now gone awaj, 
was a Treguem I " added father Michelan. 
. *^Which?'' demanded Vincent F^ru, in a 
provoking tone^ 

^^ He who will one day occupy that splendid 
house which stands over there/' replied the 
farmer, extending his hand towards the forest 
" We must have nobles in our ch&teaux ; the 
air he will breathe within the walls of the 
Treguem manor-house will stifle the bas- 
tard of the witch Le Brec 1 '* 

There was a silence, and a shudder ran 
through the group; for the old man had 
spoken these words in a prophetic tone. 

He felt it so himself, and in his excessive 
prudence, perhaps he r^etted that he had 
not continued to discourse upon the ripening 

L 5 
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of btrtfes^wheat) or the. decadenoe of apptes,. 
BtiJ# the! snbjeot wasi Btartecl, andr xb wcmld 
have been impossible noW' to hav^e snddenljr 
changed, the' couise of the conyeraatioD.. 

The> finnons Breton fidelity really exiKts.. 
In addition to that honourable sentiment 
which the^ national^ poetSi have; exaggerated 
perhaps, there YfSB amoDgt the^ inhabiitanta^of 
the. bouitg, of Oxlan a firm and superstitious, 
faith iui the. future of the Tregitemsi. 

Had not the prophecies declared I it? 
. Thereiwa^. anot^^ thing: Bight or wrongs 
the Breton peasant abhonsl thet middle clasa^ 
he ao]b:iaTrledgeai none? above him but the 
nable^. The: pamemuk living- in towns < is in^i^ 
indiffei^ettt; t^ him:f;i the paasomu^, who buja 
eh&teaux . is; adionsu 

He sees 'in it^a^ Biviner pui^iskmenti sinkings 
the wholes coiwl^ ;^ httrOMisidera'himBelf' diM 



by* it, and the* manor usurped by H 

ots hi tb him an accursed manor. 

' generaliBes too moch. The instinct 

ch remains aheohite esmnot be always 

t. The Breton feasant' believes in n« 

vxceptionr; he sees the brutal arrogance 

instead of Ae hononrable pride ; the araricd 

of the trader* instead of the grandenr. Even 

the jfitfty of flie hcfurgeois sceins to him 

hy^oferisj, and the Inznry which lie admires 

in thcf lord^ ticf detlMs in the new comer. 

To the inlkbitaiits of the town of Orlait; 
the sm-ditant Comte Gabrielle. was not only 
a bastard' and' a peijnred priest^ he also 
represented the' detested yictory of money 
over nobility. 

lliere lir^t^not' t6h persbns on the Grand- 
Lande' "9^0 Wdfdd not^ have bWn ready to 
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liave taken up scythe and pitchfork, at need^ 
to have sustained the old rights of the Tre* 
guems. 

So hostile words passed among the crowd^ 
and wild hopes were expressed. 

^Ms it chance?' demanded Mathelin, the 
f>dt(mry gesticulating like an insane person*. 
^^ Is it chance which nails the Treguem coaU 
of-arms to the gates of the Ch&teau-sans* 
Terre every night? There is no lack of 
guardians, I should think. There are twa 
hundred workmen, who sit up all night \ and 
thej have never once heard the nails being 
driven in. But when the sun rises, they 
always see the black veil, spotted with white 
tears, hanging over the portal." 

^^ Testerday," said Toinette Marshal, ^^ at 

■ 

dusk, I was returning from confession, and I 
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iras obliged to pass the door of Doaairi^re 
Le Brec. She had the grolet.^ I went on^ 
signing myself with the cross, and without 
looking ; but in spite of myself, among her 
groans, 1 heard her saying, ^ He will re- 
tmn I he will return 1 ' '' 

'*He will return! he will return I" re*^ 
peated the lads and lasses. ^^ Voices have 
been heard at the Fierre-des-Paiens I '' 

^^And 1 saw the red light through the* 
crevices of the Tour-de-Kervoz," added 
Mathelin. 

^^ All that is nothing, my children," said 
Michelan, who took a grave tone, and un-^ 
covered his bald head. ^^ Do you know what 
is behind those boards which conceal a part 
of the choir in the church ?" 

" No," was the reply. " What is there?' 

. * The dMth^ittW. 
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Tlia:oldImlui stretclMitt oot^hicr haiydtowardiir 
the mow, whera^ gtwd tibat^ Drtti&ical monaw^ 
mentifanawn under thename of tbe^ *^ Piertfefl^* 
Plant^es." 

^^ Iti wasMiot thet batid of mam^ wtiich plaMjetb 
those rocks there/' Ke prottounb^fd sloWly; 
** diariiig; thei h(AiY« wheil -^reP ^t& alldeep, the 
spirits are' abrbad^ ¥6u( remember' the tim>^ 
i^a^^ of Tad;iiB9gtpp>y whiishi we sM7 gb' ay^ay, 
fttone'bj stone; iti went on^ g^ing like ^ that 
fbrr mne Tf««k8y.and-tibfemin4(h Sunday' thei^ 
was nothing but a hole full of dirt in the 
place whittUi it had* oodlipied behind the 
altar/' 

^ We reicollect^tbat,'' said- thi9se who stdbd 
roandy while 'dici women made the sign* of the 
cross. 

Iti wast now quite darlt^iandith^e^ was -more 
than one in the aanemfhly^indio wished himself 



shelter of tlib dcsedlddoiv 

" Well," continued old Michelan, "^what 
it hftdl taken nine weeks 'to tmde, was replkted 
in a single night.. Int the. place! of the ' hole 
fnll7ofidirti «llie: tomb^Btone o^the grand^ cheVtt^ 
lier now stands as formerly^'' 

^^^di who has re«4milfe iti?'*' demanded 
BtsverBA timid voibes. 

^^ Whio 'r demoMshed it ?f' mntt^red^ the old 
mtXDj instead' of (teplyingi. 

" And the comer which wasmissibg?*^ 

^^ The cotneniat missing' still.? 

A).noi8e) was* Ueard^ aniong^tfae talli heather 
whibh bordered < the Bedon^road* Hhc thoaglit 
of flight at once took pt^bsession of e very-one; 
but' thejr hadi not time^ for' the blossoming 
fum0iwa» s^toted^ and( ih^'sawr gliding'be^ 
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tween the bnshes one of those vague formft 
which wander abroad during the nights of 
Bretagne. 

They had scarcelj perceived her, before 
she was in the road, not ten yards from the 
villagers. She was a young lady, and wore 
a loose white dress. 

" Do either of you know where I shall 
find him who is now called the Comte 
Gabriel ?'' she asked, in a voice so sweet and 
so sad, that you would have thought you heard 
the angel of tears.- 

Nobody had the courage to reply. 

^^I come to speak with him from Grod," 
pursued the young lady, ^^ and I must find 
him, for time presses I'' 

She went on her way, and as the waving 
folds of her white robe disappeared in the 
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gloom, a Toice came to the ears of the villagera 
through the night air, singing the tune of 
young Breton mothers. 

Old Michelan made the sign of the cross. 

^^ Did you recognize her ?" he muttered. 

^^ God bless m j soul I" said Mathelin, ^^ it 
is a dead person I" 

And the name of Laurence de Treguern ran 
from mouth to mouth. 

It was now a question of returning to the 
village. What bad passed had struck a chill 
to every heart, and they crowded up one 
against the other, looking like the remnant of 
an army about to attempt a perilous retreats 
Matheliu, the pdtaur^ and the foimer sergeant 
Mathurin, opened the march with their club^ 
bed sticks ; then came the terrified batallion 
of farmer's wives. Lads and lasses followed 
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withotit piticbing ea<^h othefi^; or giving ea^& 
otherthose vigorbas^tlLiuiips in^ie back, whieli' 
are supposed to be exprei^Bibns of IbVei 

Old Miebelan' ftrmed thie i^ftt-^gUftrd witb 
the deputy'-mttyoi^, wbo was^ Wpttted to be tbe 
brayedt' mati^ in (>lan.* 

The van-guard made a larg'e cirduit, t^ 
avoid the Pierre-desi^Paiens, where it traa 
supposed the spirits mustceminly beholding 
counsel on that terfiblbnigh*. 

Ais they* Were entering: upon the' cross^i^6adi[ 
which the seminarist Gabriel had' ta^ti^ oW 
tbe' lAght of tloLer 15di» of' AtlgttSt, 1860; t» 
dfesCiEjnd t6 Chfttfeatil-le-'Bteci thtey saw* foUi* 
horsemen riding acrosi^ the fields, and pas^ixi^ 
along like a^ Whirlwind; 

themoon wab mounting into the sky b^hlttd 
the^ tildes of' l^^fbrest, and its light fell it^dn 
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the fetir horsemen afi in Mattk ;. and; it eoxkhi 
he seen that the one who was galloping first. 
faacL haar whiter thamstiowl. 

They- passed, onin^ silencer to tbetrigbt^ in 
the^ di^eetioo of the anciearti dwelling of the 
Treguerns. 

The. Y4llag€vs> arriT>ed before^ the^ dooH of 
Cha/tean-le^Birec ;r and^bytiaie lighto^'acandiid^ 
those who dared to look saw Douairi^ve 1b 
Bree merer wMtbd-itihan a corpse^ siMrtig up in 
bed, with hen arntsfstretohedi out towards'tlittt 
part of the road where the four horsemen^ hsid 
disappeared. 

*^*^It wasithenul itwae them P she fihvieketf; 
^* I recognized Tregneml Curtaed be Tne^^ 
guern-I*' 

On the other side of tb^ bed, Miarcelle was 
kneeling down pfrayitig. 

Aioiongi tb6 viliiagerS' there wais' not onift 
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whose blood did not ran cold in hi» 
yeins. 

On the other side of the meadow, the wall 
of the grave-yard extended like a white cein- 
tnre round the church, half hidden among tho 
sombre foliage of the yew-trees. 

Tn the moonlight, the stone crosses could 
be seen standing out here and there upon tho 
grass. 

All at once lights appeared at the windowa 
of the church, and the bells rang out a tri- 
umphal peal. 

Mathelin the pdtour and the ex-sergeant 
Mathurin stopped. Footsteps could be heard 
approaching along the road. 

A man advanced towards them and said— ^ 

" Make way for Treguern ! " 

The simple people ranged themselves on 
either side of the road, docile as automatons ; 
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from that moment each felt that he was 
dreaming, and his bewildered eyes magnified 
the spectacle which followed into gigantic 
proportions. 

The man who advanced towards them had 
no arms. 

^^ Boland I Roland Montfort, is that you ? '' 
stammered the ex*sergeant Mathurin. 

Instead of answering, the armless man said 
imperiously— 

" Hats off to salute Treguern I " 

Both young and old uncovered their headS| 
although they could see no one. 

But at that moment, by the light of the 
moon which was shining over the tops of 
the trees, they perceived in the middle of the 
road, a handsome young man who sat proudly 
upon a powerful horse. The horse was ad- 
vancing at a walking pace, and a man of 



tm 



.:v 



gfwt «gQ, dressed ia ^ a loi^ biaok doak iem« 
bcfudesed with gold, ivibb leading it bj 'Ilia 
bridle. 

The people of the boarg recogmzed (|vt a 
glance the dfOHaawander Malo le Madre de 
Tregnem. 

Grerj kniQe trsa bent and evety head 
bowed, vbile the yoimg anaai passed along 
h(^weea the twQ badges. 

When the villagers raised their .&ces the 
bells had ceased, Aod ftotol obscncity ir^gned 
Jbehiod the winidomt lof the churah. 

The moonlight ^1 ;ttpQn the isik&t and 
Bolitadry road. 

N<>t )a doand was hesrd, eso(»pt.thi$ echo of 
I>oaadri^re le Buec's' voice repeatiog-*- 

^^ Tt^gffieral iGiirsedf be Treguera I '' 
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CHAPTER XL 



THE STONE FBOM THE TOMB OF TANNEaUT. 



Jt fifi^ped lip he ,^ rflftliwtion »f tk^i 4rcam, 

tre^sB, ift ihe wcrstory Ijioqs^ w |jl^ ,Sm9< Saint 
.Posnis. Upop . » f>Bf^ rpder . Itjlie vUl^vp in 
Jife^ Ti^^ppwn mpftdow, th« yoiiiRg .girl whom 

fce.,b^fL spen i» tw 4fefm ww fcrff ,f»pU»iag 

among the J^og giciw^. Ber p^pr fatigued 
ley^^etjaned.thp.ilinicfppf tews; Ah?w«i|pale, 
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and mingled wltb tbe sadness of Her counten- 
ance there was an expression of inexpressible 
horror. 

From time to time her looks were directed 
towards the large open door of Oh&teaa-le- 
Brec, which could be seen through the slight 
foliage of the willows ; and at those moments, 
her whole body trembled. 

Inside the door, close to the threshold, 
stood one of those enormous country beds 
which might serve for a whole &milj. The 
bed was empty, and the sun which was al- 
ready past the middle of its course, threw its 
rays upon the tumbled and twisted sheets. 

Between those sheets, Douairi&re le Brec 
passed her last night, and the blood of poor 
little Marcelle ran cold again in her veins at 
the thought of that terrible night. 

From ten o'clock till dawn, the witch had 
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struggled against an invimble hand, which 
weighed upon her chest and took away her 
breath. During all that time she had blas- 
phemed, denying all that the christian adores, 
Bnd calling the powers of darkness to her aid. 

Every time that Marcelie tried to pray, a 
wild and wrathful fire lighted up in the pupils 
*of the reprobate as she cried — 

** Child, you bum me ! What have I done 
to you that you torment me thus ? " 

Her parched hands would try to tear the 
-sheets; then she would pronounce the name 
of Gabriel and Marianne, sometimes with 
passionate tenderness, sometimes with bitter- 
ness and hatred. 

Then she would falter as she sank down 
upon her pillow bathed with perspiration — 

^^ I saw them ! I saw them I I have not 

VOL. III. H 
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heard the bells. Shall I die before I . have 
heard their peals of triamph ? " 

When it began to grow light, her agitation 
augmented. She tried to rise in the paroxysm 
of her raging fever ; but her strength betrayed 
her. 

^^ Help me," she said, in a voice which the 
young girl could hardly recognise. 

" Where do you ;vant to go, Douairi^re?* 
asked Maroelle, tremblingly. 

^^ Help me,'* repeated the old woman. 

And MarceUe^ subdued, could not do other- 
wise than obey. 

She believed that Douairi&re, not withstand* 
ing her assistance, would not be able to get 
out of bed. It was otherwise. Douairi&re 
auooeeded in gating spoa her wasted and 
staggering leg8» 
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Qire me my stick," she commandecL 

And when she had her large white cratched 
-stick in her hand, she suddenly drew her* 
self up. 

Marcelle watched her with indescribable 
stupor as she passed over the threshold of the 
Strm-house and strode out into the road. She 
would have sprang forward to support her, 
but the old woman turned round, and pointed 
the end of her stick towards her. 

Marcelle felt as though she was rooted to 
the ground. 

^^ I am going far from here," said Le Bre6. 
*** You will never see me again. I forbid you 
•to pray for me." 

The morning light was Qti\l very feeble; 
^and in a few steps Douaari^re Le Brec was 
l<>st in the shadows of the cross-road which 
iQkounted towards; the Grand-!Lan4e. 

ii2 
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That morning, it was said, the clamour of 
a witch's revel, held round the Pierres-Plant^es 
was heard as far as the town of Bains. 

And since the hour when the old woman, 
had quitted her bed, poor Marcelle had wan- 
dered, all alone around the abandoned farm- 
house. 

The cattle bellowed in their sheds and the 
dogs howled in the yard; Marcelle, in des- 
pair, sat down upon the grass in the Treguem 
meadow, and cried. 

She had no refuge but that great cursed 
house. To enter it was necessary to climb 
over the bed which was placed across the 

doorway, and to enter thus a place so full of 

« 

terrors was impossible. 

Alas I if Tanneguy had still been there. 
But the cruel wards of Douairi&re Le Breo 
were stamped upon the heart of the poor 
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girl, and she repeated, between her sobs^ 
" Tanneguy has gone after her he loves." 

Among the tall grass, close to Marcelle, 
the flexible stalks of the white and red daisies 
were waving in the breeze. Marcelle plucked 
one, almost withoat knowing it, and her list- 
less fingers picked it to pieces. 

Alas! alas I it was not to consult the 
oracle of young lovers. What was the use of 
asking the daisy, " Does Tauneguy still love 

me?" 

What could the daisy reply, since Tanne- 
guy was no longer there ? 

The folioles fell to the ground, one after 
the other, and Marcelle remained silent; but 
at those moments when the eyes have ex- 
hausted their tears, and the aching forehead 
is weighed down with grief, one sometimes 
hears strange sounds. 
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It seemed to Maroelle that she heard st 
Toice, as it were the echo of her own thoughts^ 
pronouncing as each leaf fell the consecrated 
words — 

" A little~inuch — passionately — not at 
all/' 

And as the last ybfe7oe dropped slowly to* 
tl:e ground, that echo of her heait burst forth 
like a tnuniphant cry, which said, ^'MuchJ^ 

She tremblingly raised her eyes, for it was. 
really a voice which had spoken close to ber^ 

"Marcellel my poor Marcellel" exclaimed 
Tanneguy, laughing and crying at the same- 
time. 

Marcelle hid her face upon the young man's^ 
shoulder, almost beside herself with joy. 

^' Now that you have come back," she mur^ 
mured, '*if you go away again, I shall die." 
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Jh building his magnifioent chftteaa^ 
Gabriel de Feuillans had preserved the 
eastei^ wing of the ancient manor-house of 
Tregnem. That wing was composed of the 
great hall, in which, in past days, we havB 
seen the Englishman count out npon the floor 
at Genevieve's feet the gold which he had 
brought in his valise, the apartments of the 
good Comtesse, and the bed-rooms of Filhol 
and Boland Montfort. Beyond this last 
room there was the secret passage communi- 
oating with the farm-house of bonne personne 
Marion Lecuyer, by which Solan d Montfort 
had introduced himself into the manor-house 
on the night of the fifteenth of August, 
eighteen hundred. 

But the interior of this block of buildings 
which we saw so sad and desolate, had entirely 
changed. There Gabriel bad accumulated aU 
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the splendoars which caused his chUteau to 
merit the title of a palace. The grand haS 
especially, which he had reserved for himself^ 
might have passed for a ckef doeuvre of 
luxury and good taste. 

The day after the octave of the Assumption^ 
the Comte Gabriel was sitting at his desk^ 
which was covered with title-deeds and papers 
of various kinds. At the present day, immense 
wealth no longer has the astounding aspect of 
ancient treasures. A few figures are 8uf&« 
cient to represent several millions. Nor shall 
we have much difficulty in describing the 
treasures of the Comte Gabriel, which might 
easily have been placed in your coat pocket. 
There was a bundle of English bank-notes^ 
and a somewhat voluminous packet composed 
of deeds of sale. This packet made Gabriel 
the richest proprietor in Britany. 
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In the embrasure of a window, the Mar- 
quise dn Castellat, nursing her woolly-coated 
dog in her plump arms, was reclining upon 
tlxe cushions of her easy-chair. 

She had an anxious expression on her face. 
Gabriel, on the contrary, was calm in his vic- 
tory, as the strong man should be who has left 
nothing to chance, and who has only realized 
his calculations. 

Through the panes of the window, the mar- 
quise cast distracted looks out upon the gar- 
dens, and upon the park, in which a brilliant 
crowd was already moving to and fro. For 
nobody had failed to come at the appeal of 
Feuillans, twenty times a millionaire, and to 
use its own expression, all Paris had made an 
invasion of the solitudes of the Grand-Lande. 

And all the necessary preparations had 
been made to entertain Paris according to its 

M 5 
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tastes: a splendid ball-room had been bnilt^ 
as though by enchantment, in the centre' of 
the parterres ; and npon the skirts of the park^ 
could be seen the frames for fire-works whioh 
promised marvels. 

" Are jou quite sure of this M. Privat ?^ 
inquired Marianne de Treguem, abruptly. 

" I have paid him," replied Fcuillans, with 
a curl on his lips. 

'^ In your place/' continued the marquise,. 
*^ I i^hould feel very uneasy about the relations 
vhich exist between him and Olymipe.** 

" I feel uneasy about nothing,'' said the 
Conite Gabriel; '^Olympeis intelligent: she 
n.ust be ambitious, and I hAve twenty mil* 

);onsr 

The marquise looked at him' in astonish* 
nent ; it was n6t thus that Gabrfel ordinarily 
i^poke. 
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** If I urere a man to be easily frightened j?' 
continued the latter, " I should, indeed, have 
manj cares I The phantoms whieh have so 
long toritiented yon, Marianne, have at last 
come to my house." 

" Ah 1" said the marquise, changing colour, 
" you believe in thdt now, Gabriel ?" 

" I have believed in it from my childhood, 
Mari^inne; but I believe also in my star 
which is more powerful than phantoms 1" 

"Ah I" said the marquise again. 

"It is twenty year*," jiursued Gabriel, 
"since I took the first step in the path along 
which I am marching. From that time, an 
occult power has surrounded me, and pressed 
me on all sides. I have' not passed a single 
day without feeling this invisible power 
around me,- not to atop me in my upward 
march, but to urge me forward and break 
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down all the barriers whicli rose ap in my 

way/' 

^^ On the night of the last f&te I gave in 
is/' mnrmured the marquise, ^^this M. 
told me JQst what yon tell me 



now. 



^^ I heard him, and I understood him,. 
Marianne. It was to me that those words 
were addressed. Since then, I have bought 
M. Privat, as I will buy every other iustru-^ 
ment which is not worth the trouble of break- 
ing violently. But I did not wait for M. 
Privat to tell me that my star has overcome 
the phantoms, and that the phantoms are my 

« 

slaves 1*' 

** And yet, Gabriel, you have obeyed them 
on one occasion at least, those slaves," said 
the marquise, whose smile had a slight shade 
€f sarcasm in it. 
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M. de Feuillans held up the paper which 
he had in his hand. 

'' Do you speak of this ?" he inquired. 

"I speak of your will," responded Marianne.. 

Feuillans put the paper back in its place. 

'* This is the duplicate/'said he ; " it was on 
that occasion that I saw for the first time the 
three fantastic beings who are so closely con- 
nected with my life. The English company 
seemed disposed to raise a dispute, at tbo 
moment when I was about to lay my hand 
upon the immense stake for which I had been 
playing, and I saw my hopes retreating, if 
not vanishing. It was night, and fatigue 
had weighed down my eyes. I woke up with 
a start ; the lamp had gone out, leaving my 
room in profound darkness. I heard a voice 
say, ^Gabriel, to-morrow yon shall receive 
the amount of your contract if you will con-* 
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Bent to dispose of all your wealth in favour 
of the child who was baptised under the 
name of Tsnnegaj de Treguem, on the 16th 
of August, in the year 1800.' '' 

^^ Our boy I'* exclaimed Marianne, starting 
forward in her easy chair, and showing signs 
of emotion. 

" I guessed their error,** pursued Gabriel 
instead of replying ; ^^ and I accepted, after 
having asked of my mysterious visitors what 
were their names. To this question three 
voiees replied, each in his turn : 

*^FilholdeTreguem.' 

** ^ Jdrdme Clement/ 

**• * Johahn-Maria Worms;^ " 

The marquise rested her head upon her 



hands as she murmured : 



^^ M« Privat mentioned to me all. three of 
of thtee named! 
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** But the other child,*' she added, " the one 
we passed oflF as our son ? St^phane — " 

*' He is dead,*' said Fenillans, without the 
slightest change of countenance. 

Then he pursued — 

*' To finish the adventure, the next day the 
money of the English company t^as sent to 
my hotel." 

^ Those men must be Very powerfol !" said 
Marianne, thinking aloud. 

" Tbey are weak against me," said Feuit 
laDS, CO nfidently. ** If tbey are spectres, I 
have m J star ; if they are living beings, I 
have twenty millions!" 

In the chamber of the late Comtesse, 
Filhol's mother, which was separated from 
the great hall by the comdor froni which 
Eeland Montfort had witnessed the interview 
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between the Englishman and Genevieve, seven 
persons were assembled. They had not 
entered by the large doors of the ch&teau, and 
the Comte Gabriel had no suspicion of their 
presence. 

In the first place there were the three per- 
sonages whom we have seen in the Louis XY. 
pavilion ; the comte, the doctor, and the dia- 
mond merchant; standing near them was 
St^phane Gontier, still pale from his wound, 
who was leaning upon the strong arm of 
Tanneguy ; and in the background, Olympe 
de Treguem and the Commander Malo were 
standing. 

The doctor, J^rdme Clement, and the lapi- 
dary Johann-Maria Worms were speaking. 

" So long as we have our part," they said^ 
" the rest is of very little importance to us. 
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Arrange your affairs among yourselves ; we 
shall aid you according to the letter of the^ 
association, if our help is required." 

The Comte regarded St^phane and Tanne- 
guy by turns with a gloomy air. 

" Which is it?" he muttered; "I don't be- 
lieve in the voice of blood." 

The door which communicated with the 
room which Filhol had formerly occupied^ 
suddenly opened, and a woman appeared 
whose lovely fair hair fell in disorder over 
her travelling cloak. 

" Mother 1" exclaimed Olympe, throwing 
herself into her arms. 

The doctor and the diamond merchant 
pronounced the name of the Comtesse Tor-^ 
quati. 

The latter hastily kissed Olympe upon the 
forehead, and then sprang towards Tanneguy^ 
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and passionatelj pressed him . against het 
heart. 

^^ See I '' said the Commander Malo. 

The Comte shook- his head crowned with 
white hair. 

"I don't believe in the instinct of mothefs/* 
he pronounced coldly. 

As the Comtesse cast a look of reproach 
towards him, he added in a softer tone — 

" Do not blame me, Genevieve. I cannot 
believe until I have had some further proof.'* 

St^phane and Tanneguy took each other hj 
the hand. 

" Whatever happens, we shall remain bro*- 
ther» I " thej said both at the same time. 

Tlie eyes of Olympe filled with tears, as 
she drew a paper from her bosom. 

** Tanneguy de Treguem," she said, pre- 
fienting it to the young man, ^^ here is the 
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page wMch Doiiairiire le Brec tore out of the^ 
register in Orlan Charbh — it is the register 
of your birth/' 

This appeared to make no impression on 
the comte. 

" There were two cradles at the home of 
the midwife/* he said slowly; *' before going 
to the christening, the children were changed; 
BO that the son of Treguem received the name 
of St^phane, and the offspring of the false 
priest was named Tanneguy." 

The Comtesse Torquati was obliged to sup- 
port Olympe, who staggered and seemed 
ready to faint. The idea which she had so 
many times repulsed, that St^phane was her 
brother, again struck terror to her mind. 

The Commander took up the conversation^ 
addressing himself to the comte — 

*' You speak the truth, my nephew Filhol,'* 
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he said, approaching ; '^ I was then the sole 
gnardian of the destiny of the Tregaems. 
Although I had guessed the substitution, yet 
I did not protest against it at the time of 
the baptism, for I knew that more than one 
danger would menace the life of the heir of 
the chevaliers. But, during the night which 
followed the baptism, I crept into Guillaume 
F^ru's mill, and with my own hands again 
changed the cradles. ^ Thus,' I said to my** 
self, * Treguem will bear his true name, but 
the false priest and Douairi^re le Brec, be- 
lieving they see in him their own cursed 
blood, will respect his existence.' " 

The Comte remained immovable, with his 
eyes fixed upon the ground. 

" Then you require yet another proof, my 
nephew Filhol?'' said Malo, laying his hand 
upon his shoulder. 
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^^ Yes," replied the Comte, without raising 
liis eyes. 

Gabriel had had large mirrors placed all 
round the hall against the wainscot. 

'* Tou said the other day/' continued the 
Commander Malo, in a low and sad voice, 
^^ you said the other day that the Treguems 
had fallen so low, that they had lost the 
mournful privilege they formerly possessed, 
of being able to tell the approach of death. 
You were deceived, my nephew." 

Before the comte had time to reply, Malo 
grasped him by the arm and led him towards 
one of the glasses. 

"Look I "said he. 

The Comte mechanically obeyed; but 
scarcely had he cast a glance upon the glass, 
\^ hen he recoiled several steps with his face 
deadly pale, and his body shaking like a lea£ 
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^^ Is there not a black curtain spotted with 
white tears before that glass?'' he asked ia 
«Q agitated voice. 

** There is nothing," replied the Commander. 

"Then it is the veil of Treguern which 
<K>nceals mj own face from me, and I am 
condemned to die/' 

The Commander bowed his head in token 
^f affirmation. 

^^ God's will bo done I " ^ pronounced Filhol, 
recovering his tranquilUtj ; ^' I do not merit 
to see the revival of the Treguerns«" 

'* A few yards from us," continued l^Ialo, 
pointing to the door of the passage, ^^ there is 
another man who is condemned to die. The 
K^ertainty which you demand is close at hand. 
Let these two young men go and look,, and 
jovL will no longer doubt, my nephew Filhol." 

The Oomte went himself, and took St^« 
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phane add Taimeguy by the hand, and, after 
recommending them to be silent, condacted 
them to the glazed door which opened into 
the great hall. 

Gabriel was still sitting before his desk* 

The Comte drew Tanneguy and Stephana 
,^ose to the door^ and B^id to them, 

" What do ypu see tljrough the glass ?'' 

^^ I see M. 4^ I^^aillans, i^y assassin," re» 
sponded St^pbane. 

" Where ? " asked ;Tamieguy. " I see 
nothing but a black curtain spotted .^^ith 
white, which reaches : from ^he ceiling jto the 
.floor." 

The Comte kissed Tanneguy upon l^efore- 
.liead, and said . to. him : 

" Tanneg^iy, my json, farget your father, 
Wiho ia^ia poor ^njQieri jEiad think only of the 
^reat knights, youruanoeslw^/* 
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Then he kneeled down upon the floor, and 
«8ked for a priest. 



On the other side of the glazed door, it was 
tio longer the Marquise da Castellat who was 
with the Comte Gabriel. The negro Congo 
had taken the place of the Marquise. In his 
hand he held an American pistol, with four 
barrels. 

" Shall you recognise all three of them y^ 
inquired Gabriel. 

" Yes, master," replied Congo. 

^^ At the moment when the fire-works go 
t>ff, three explosions, more or less, will not be 
remarked. In that kind of amusement it is 
rare that some accident has not to be de- 
plored. Take a careful aim, and make quite 
sure that they are dead this time.'* 
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Congo nodded his black head and grinned. 

^^And I shall have the ten thousand 
francs?" said he. 

*' You shall have the ten thousand francs 
to-night." 



In the perfumed gardens of the Chllteau de 
Treguem, the Parisian guests were walking 
up and down. The night had come, and the 
^te was about to commence. The Baron 
Brocard, Champeaux, and severa 1 others were 
i^racking their jests over the three Fr^ux, who 
bad not shown themselves, although they had 
been called with loud cries. 

On this occasion Champeaux was vainly 
essaying to relate the story which he had 
heard from his aunt. 

But notwithstanding the absence of the 

vol- III. M 
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tliree phantoms, the sapemataral had its 
share in the fdte given by the new Comte de 
Treguem. 

Standing in the middle of a group, Noisy 
le Sec was relating an adventare, of which 
he pretended himself to have been the 
witness. 

It was behind the chftteao, upon the edge 
of the forest. Feuillans, escaping for an in- 
stant from the crowd, was walking alone, and 
Noisy was hastening towards him to complli* 
ment him upon the magnificence of the li^te, 
when a woman dressed in white came out 
from the shadows of the forest. 

The dusk already confounded one object 
with another; but Noisy pretended to have 
recognised perfectly the beautiful face of 
Laurence de Treguem, as well as her sweet 
voice, as she said to Gabriel: 
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*^ Tkink of God. Your moments we num- 
bered.'' 

This Noisy always had some such history 
to relate. 

The first of the three rockets which were 
to give the signal for the fire*-works traced its 
fieiry course through the darkened air. 

Before the rocket was extinguished, the 
dismal anecdote of Noisy le Sec was already 
foigotteQ. 

Everybody hastened towards the park. 
Feuillans, who had not yet come out of the 
ch&teau, was to open the ball with his lovely 
bride Olympe, immediately after the fire- 
works. Olympe was seen among the crowd, 
leaning upon the arm of the Commander 
Malo ; and around them the little advocate 
was skipping, ten times more busy than 
usual. 
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At the highest story of the chUiean, a large 
fri eze projected. Above this frieze, at one of 
the upper windows, just over the flight of 
steps which led down to the garden, two men 
were standing. 

One of these men had no arms. 

^^ Mathurin/' said he to his companion, 
^^ now is the time ; I hear the false priest 
going down the grand staircase. Put the 
cord between my teeth and leave me; that 
which is about to follow is no business of 
yours." 

"I don't know your design, my friend 
Roland,'' replied the ex-sergeant Mathurin, 
"and 1 wash my hands of whatever may 
happen." 

He put between the teeth of Boland a cord 
terminating in a running loop, into which a 
stone was fixed. 



I .. 
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Boland got out of the window on to the 
frieze, upon which he balanced himself. 

At that moment the Comte Gabriel ap- 
peared at the hall door, and gave the signal 
for the third rocket. 

Boland made a sadden movement of his 

head ; the Comte Gabriel uttered a loud cry, 

staggered backwards, and fell dead. A stone 

which had fallen from the frieze had fractured 
his skull. 

The border of the park resembled an 
enormous conflagration* In the midst of the 
thousand fires which were shooting up from 
all parts, three reports were heard above all 
the rest. 

Then a triumphant voice was raised from 
the darkness which said— 

^^ Treguem is dead I it is the third time I '^ 
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Whea thej took down the boards which 
concealed the tombstone of the great knight 
Tannegoy^ in the choir of Orlan Chnrcb, it 
WW obserred that the granite slab was entirei 
and that the broken angle was no longer 
missing* 

Roland Montfort alone could have told for 
what parpose this stone had been used before 
being restored to its place, and how the pro-^ 
phecy was accomplished. 

There were three new tombstones in the 
churchyard — ^two of them were quite plain, 
and bore the unknown names of Jdr^ne 
Ol^ment and Johann*Maria Worms; the third 
was a handsome monument of black marble^ 
and bore the escutcheon of the chevaliers 
with the name of Filhol-Aim^-Tanneguy le 
'Madre, Oomte de Treguem* 

About that time, the religious Ursulines of 
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Bedon receiyed into their eommtmity a young 
lady, who took the veil under the la^pellation 
of Sainte-Laurenee. 

The Commander Malo had disappeared^ 
but on the night after the marriage of the 
rich Comte Tanneguy with the pretty Mar- 
oelle, lights were seen sparkling through the 
crevices, in the Tour-de-Kervoz, from sunset 
till dawn. 

M. Privat was at the wedding. He no 
longer asked the cause of the mysterious pro- 
tection which had so long surrounded Gabriel 
de Feuillans. But you would have taken 
him for a troubled spirit. He was a widower. 
His case had rendered up its last sigh. 

It was a true f!lte, that marriage. Tanne- 
guy was worshipped by all the country round. 
.He 4;ook the ^pooj mutilated Boland for one 
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of his bridemeiu Then^ before going to the 
altar^ he put the trembling hand of the lovely 
blnshing Olympe into that of St6phane, say- 
ing— 

" Gome what will, we remain brothers I " 



THE END. 
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